ANARCHISM-— The philosophy 
of anew social order based on 
liberty unrestricted by man- 
made law; the theory that all 
forms of government rest on 
violence, and are therefore 
wrong and harmful, as well as 
unnecessary. 
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That Famous Year 


Bex IN COLLEGE DAYS, in a class in 
anthropology, the assignment was given 
to read a little essay called, I believe, “The 
Nacirema” (it?s American, spelled backwards). 
This was written as if by an archaeologist in the 
far future, who had discovered the ruins of our 
present civilization buried somewhere and was 
trying to ferret out the secrets of our culture, 
even while still unsure about such things as 
whether our language was written from left to 
right or the other way around, and so forth. The 
writer told of finding evidence that there had been 
an idol of some sort in every home — his descrip- 
tion was of a television set —-and he suggested 
that worship must have been carried on while 
whole families clustered around the glass-fronted 
boxes in their homes every evening. 

We students were asked to write up our im- 
pression of this fictional study and examine how 
it related to the science of anthropology. So I 
wrote that it was a satire on those who study 
other cultures, past and present, and that its 
moral was cautionary— we shouldn’t be tooquick 


‘ to interpret every oldartifactas having a religious 


significance, or leap to other unfounded and wrong 
conclusions. Perhaps the clay figure dug up some- 
where is NOT “a goddess”, but just a clay figure; 
maybe certain objects were just made for the 
hell of it (anthropological views of mankind have 
left very little room, traditionally, for the notion 
that people do things just for the hell of it). 

The instructor in this class gave me a very 
low grade on the paper and said I had “missed 
the point” of the essay. His own idea of “the point” 
was some convoluted explanation that failed to 
notice even the irony of the piece, much less its 
tongue-in-cheek criticism of archaeology. I was 
astounded; clearly some department head had 
once ordered “The Nacirema”® to be made part of 
the curriculum, to expose students to a thought- 
provoking critique. Justas clearly, the department 
itself had been able to absorb this satire and re- 
create an official view of it that treated it as an 
approving reference. 

So on we march into the future, and finally 
our plodding steps carry us all the way to the 
fabled year, 1984. This signal date triggers every 
publication in the world, seemingly, to carry an 
editorial about George Orwell’s famous book, and 
the amazing thing one notices about these remarks 
is that most of them can’t recognize “the point” 
that Orwell painted in the gaudiest colors he 
knew how. Periodicals all across the political 
spectrum have had something to say about Nine- 
teen Eighty-Four, and it’s a case of the Left 
calling it a Right-wing phenomenon, while the 
Right calls it Left-wing. The local newspaper 
says Orwell’s version of 1984 is not here be- 
cause television cameras don’t watch us in our 
homes; “Who’d stand for that?” the editorialist 
asked: I replied that the same people would stand 


for it who lately stood for police roadblocks all 
over our city to detain every driver on certain 
roads, in a search for «drunks”. The letter was 
not published. 

The “Reader’s Digest” calmly writes that 
Orwell’s novel was a criticism of Soviet Russia; 
somebody else sees it as blasting Fascism. Once 
again, I’m astounded. Now, while everybody and 
his brother tries to claim Orwell for their own, 
I won’t say he was an Anarchist; he wasn’t. But 


FROM THE 
EDITOR 


he was an anti-authoritarian. His novel doesn’t 
depict any particular existing political regime— 
it?s a warning about AUTHORITARIANISM, what 
it leads to, how it works, its traits, its effect on 
individuals. To hold that actual society must turn 
into the exact image of what Orwell painted in his 
story before we concede the validity ofhis message, 
is about like claiming that you don’t have a 
Gestapo unless they wear jack-boots. 

For some reason modern commentary about 
Nineteen Eighty-Four dwells insistently on the 
image of the television that watched Winston Smith 
in his home— unless government installs video 
equipment to watch you, “1984” is not here. 
Meanwhile, you are actually being watched in a 
thousand ways that have far greater significance 
for what they record than does the symbolic 
camera that unwinkingly ponders you taking off 
your shoes. Furthermore, to show how inconsist- 
ent the trivializing criticism of Orwell’s novel 
really is, certain images of his that have come to 
pass ENTIRELY are just conveniently ignored. 
Orwell writes, for instance, of the police helicop- 
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ter that buzzes down to watch the people going 
about their business on the streets; now, Orwell 
didn’t write this just to exercise his fingers on 
the typewriter—- his meaning is clear: “Think of 
it! The horror! POLICE in a HELICOPTER!” 
Nowadays, of course, at least in the United States, 
hardly any major city has escaped the use of 
police helicopters; some of them have been sur- 
veilled in this monstrous tactic for twenty years. 

Orwell spoke of language being bent and per- 
verted to the ends of the state at the same time 
that the perception of the past —“history” — was 
tampered with by altering records. Once again, it 
seems, in the absence of something actually 
CALLED the “Ministry of Truth”, that destroys 
back-copies of newspapers, the cheerful shrug 
of “No 1984 here!” still passes for apt analysis. 
This while facts are manipulated at every turn, 
suppressed by vested interests or self-censoring 
writers, to such a point that modern newspapers 
hardly contain anything dangerous enough for a 
modern Ministry of Truth to need to rewrite it. 
Such rewriting of past works as needs to be done, 
is carried out by precisely the insidious com- 
mentary that blithely treats the original as some- 
thing other than what it was, that now affects 
Orwell’s own work. Believe it or not, there 
actually are police TV cameras monitoring the 
streets in a few U.S. cities today, but the fact 
is NEVER cited in the course of the writings about 
Nineteen Eighty-Four in the mainstream publica- 
tions, because it doesn’t jibe with the official 
viewpoint these periodicals are selling. 

Every single piece of news you read is propa- 
ganda, in a certain sense— the sense that it was 
decided to be newsworthy and therefore propagates 
the value-judgment of what is or is notimportant, 
by its very existence. The fact that news about 
the President is always on the front page, for 
instance, reflects and reinforces the idea that 
what this person says or does possesses intrinsic 
excitement and worth to everybody. Almost every 
single radio or television news broadcast begins 
with the words “The President...” Thus, even 
when the President’s actions are reported entirely 
truthfully, so that journalists can indignantly deny 
that what they write is propaganda, their very 
choice of subjects lays additional weight on the 
already ponderous bulk of government, and im- 
pedes the efforts of anyone who seeks to reduce 
its power. 

Orwell foresaw the general shape of things to 
come, but no one ever sees specifics of the future. 
In the main, his picture is accurate; inflation of 
the role of government over the years has resulted 
in a far more authoritarian society than we have 
had, and it will usher in a still more stringent 
set of conditions to live by as time goes on. The 
year 1984 was looked to for a long time asa 
distant symbol of everything that was politically 
horrifying; we who opposed authoritarianism along 
the way brandished 1984 as the thing to avoid—- 
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Now that the year is here, nobody could be 
gladder than the authoritarians. The life begins to 
breathe out of the symbol and what remains is a 
cliché. The flurry of bogus commentary will die 
down and the old reactionary march toward the 
totally controlled society will go on. We just 
won’t be able to call it “1984” anymore when we 
point at its tyranny, and that’s too bad. It was a 
good, terse way of referring to something awful, 
and now that we’re deprived of the word, it'll be 
hard to replace it. Ironically, the expiration of 
the length of years since Orwell wrote, contributes 
to one of the very impoverishments of language 
that he saw as backing up the authoritarian 
regime. 


Protection 


Rackets 


A NOTICE from one of the insurance com- 
panies, in the form of a newsletter to 
policyholders, says much about the way such 
business operates. We were mailed one of these 
the other day as part of the informational barrage 
regularly aimed at consumers, even involuntary 
consumers such as ourselves, who are forced by 
state legislation to buy automobile insurance. 


The brochure adopts a homey tone, carrying 
items such as a recipe for marinated vegetables, 
and under the heading ‘Helpful Hints for Your 
Family” one finds tips on how to whiten piano 
keys, remove ball-point-pen stains, and improve 
the taste of mashed potatoes. This sort of crap, 
of course, is meant to lull the supposedly -stupid 
reader into a drowsy contentment while the hard 
sell items spaced around the page do the real 
work that the insurance company intends, much 
in the way the vampire bat fans its wings to 
soothe the cattle it visits in the night. 

Now as always, the primary argument for 
so-called insurance is fear; “A Million Dollarsin 
Damages— Could You Afford to Pay Off?” 
“When You’re in the Hospital, Your Expenses 
Don’t Stop”; “26.6 Million Americans Without 
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Health Insurance”. 

The truth is, no area of life is devoid of risks. 
Any conceivable human activity could lead to 
catastrophe, and inthe present law-ridden society, 
catastrophe frequently means litigation and sub- 
sequent assessment of damages. The newsletter 
states: “Court calendars are crowded with people 
suing others for millions in damages over such 
things as the neighbor’s child being hurt on your 
swing set, a salesperson tripping on your stairs, 
a newspaper carrier falling in your driveway, 4 
babysitter suffering an eye injury while playing 
with your children.” 


Notice that these injuries to 
third-parties are all accidents of 
a completely random kind— it is 
beyond the power of any human 
being to prevent their happening 
to others unless one reduces in- 
volvement to nothing by withdraw- 
ing completely from contact with 
other people. Only in a state of 
society where legal re sponsibility 
is affixed to chance happenings, 
must anyone worry about the con- 
sequence TO OTHERS, of those 
others’ acts over which one has 
no control. 

Needless to say, the insurance 
company exploits this incredible 
state of affairs, and treats the 
absurd reality as something 
normal to beintelligently guarded 
against, rather than a flagrant injustice to be 
resisted and overturned. Which is no surprise, 
since it has been insurance companies them- 
selves that have extended the concept of litiga- 
tion to cover incidents that are nobody’s fault. 
In the absence of deliberately-contrived threats 
to welfare, no person would need the “protection” 
that these corporations want to sell, and so they 
therefore create, through law, the very liabilities 
they require in order to force wage-earning in- 
dividuals to part with some of the products of 
their daily effort. Seen in this light, the insurance 
agent ishardly different from a criminal-syndicate 
enforcer who extorts money from shopkeepers on 
threat of mysterious “accidents” otherwise hap- 
pening. The only distinction is that one of these 
two is “legal”. 


Interestingly enough, the newsletter of the 
outfit being discussed— State Farm— claims 
its policy “provides $1 million of new personal 
liability protection, anywhere in the world, for 
many situations such as slander, libel or false 
arrest.” In other words, after encouraging the 
growth of government in every possible way, 
the company now offers to sell the consumer 
“protection” against the unwarranted prosecution 
of himself by government. 

«These situations can happen to anyone,” the 
publication notes. If that is so, then the situations 
should not involve legally-assigned responsibility. 
If libel or slander can be insured against, so that 
some company will pay off in a judgment, then the 
whole alleged reason for the law against such 
defamations — to deter them — is invalid; one 


would be better advised to press for their abolish- 
ment. If false arrest has become such a danger 
that it needs to be insured against, then the whole 
alleged purpose of government — to protect one 
from abuse -—is exploded; one would be better 
advised to press for the abolishment of the state. 

Insurance companies are turning into a new 
state-within-a-state, 2 kind of shadow govern- 
ment complete with taxing power (mandatory 
insurance), police/detectives (investigators), and 
a body of law all their own. Like the actual gov- 
ernment, there is more than an even chance that 
the companies will respond with 
evasion on the rare instance of 
their services being needed: just 
as the cops will probably not ar- 
rive on time (or at all) in the real 
crises, though they’re apt enough 
to show up whenever you don’t 
want them, the insurance company 
is extremely likely to refuse to 
pay off when time rolis around for 
you to claim some of the protection 
they have sold. Their word- 
twisters are adept at pointing out 
exclusions to coverage, and their 
lawyers resort to delays in the 
courts to keep your money in the 
company’s wallet to the bitter end. 
The logical extreme will surely 
be reached one of these days— 
some insurance company will sell 
insurance against an insurance 
company’s failing to pay off; now the state- 
within-the-state-within-a-state. 

In the past, some proponents of the right- 
wing phenomenon now known as libertarianism, 
have claimed that the state is not necessary be- 
cause “all its functions” can be carried on by 


. private insurance companies. How right they are 


in seeing the resemblance, but what a delusion 
in thinking that rule by such a company is to be 
preferred to rule by the state. The functions 
themselves are unnecessary, and society would be 
better off without them. Current insurance com- 
panies are a foretaste of any “libertarian” society 
based on such a false premise. They’re also a 
serious warning as to what we can expect in the 
future if their power is allowed to grow and meld 
with the powers of government. 


NOTE: 


In October, Hustler Magazine contacted me 
with a request for an article on Anarchism. Sub- 
sequently its February, 1984 issue carried my 
guest-editorial about Haymarket Anarchist Albert 
Parsons. 

The positive side of this appearance in a 
mass-circulation periodical is of course the 
opportunity to be read by thousands or even 
millions of persons who have no idea that such 
publications as THE MATCH exist. That the 
magazine is a pomographic one is no concem of 
mine— long-time readers of THE MATCH know 
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I have repeatedly defended the right of anyone 
to publish anything at all, and have deplored 
the efforts of would-be censors who claim that 
“degrading” material must be suppressed (after 
all, in some people’s opinion, THE MATCH 
itself should be suppressed because it portrays 
their beloved govemment and religion in an un- 
favorable light). 

However, there was a negative side to the ap- 
pearance of my writing in Hustler, and this was 
the regrettable fact that my article came out with 
some things in it that I never wrote. Scattered 
throughout the piece’ are references to Larry 
Flynt and Hustler which were added by editors 


PDATES on some past listings from 
this column: First, there’s BLACK 
STAR, a2 journal of anarchistic arts 
and opinion, formerly of Flagstaff, 
Arizona, now moved to Tucson. We 

have enjoyed meeting with the staff 
of this publication, and suggest that Match read- 
ers write for a copy (please contribute whatever 
you can toward costs). The new address of BLACK 
STAR is Post Office Box 3506, Tucson, 85722. 
These fellow-subversives may wish they’d chosen 
another headquarters, though-— in trying to get 
their new issue printed here, they went to a local 
web press outfit that does tabloids; after setting 
up the entire publication to this printer’s size 
specifications, when the editor finally took in his 
copy to have the job done, hemming and hawing 
started to occur. At Match press time it appears 
that the printer reluctantly did the work thisonce, 
but probably never again; thus, a new printer, a 
new size, more disruption. 

Back in issue #76, we remarked here 
that college papers had often seemed a 
blend of the inane with the sinister, but 
that a couple of them had escaped from 
the mold. Later, a letter to the editor in 
issue #77 advised that the progressive 
people in charge of UNIVERSITY NEWS, 
(Boise, Idaho), had been replaced with 
a staff more compliant to the wishes 
of authoritarian force. Just how much 
of a reversal this was, became ap- 
parent to us when we read a current 
number of the NEWS: its editor 
upholds draft registration, even 
while striking the tiresomely . 
familiar pose of being an “ex- 
60s radical” (who apparently 
“knows better” now). Funny, 
isn’t it? Seems like there’s 
hardly a man or woman alive 
today between the ages of 30 
and 40 who doesn’t lay claim 
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of that magazine and never written by me. 

Again and again the article refers to HuStler, 
and the effect is to draw a direct comparison be- 
tween Larry Flynt and Albert Parsons, which is 
fairly absurd. I would never make Flynt out to be 
a modem Albert Parsons because, frankly, there 
are exceedingly few similarities. As I wrote it, 
my article made no mention of Flynt at all. 

Additionally, my article was tampered with in 
various other ways. which included unexpected 
rearrangements and deletions (removing, for in- 
stance, unfavorable references to religion). So, 
while happy to reach new readers, I deplore 
Flynt’s egotism draining into my article. _~FW 


to having been an earnest, courageous, trouble-— 


making protester against the state, back in the 
Viet Nam era. We wonder why they all seemed to 
be hiding, back then. Too bad they don’t scurry 
back into their holes now. 

The other college paper w 
(Continued : de 
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From THE GOD PESTILENCE 


Every person, poSsesSing common sense in place of religious 
insanity, neglecting to do the utmost in his power, daily, hourly, 
to overthrow religion, shirks a duty. Every person, released from 
deistic superstition, forbearing to oppose priesthood where, when 
and however an opportunity presents itself, is a traitor to his 
cause. Therefore, war to the black hounds! Implacable war to the 
knife! Incite against the seducers of man, enlighten the seduced! 
Let us make every means of strife subservient: the scourge of 
derision and scorn, the torch of science and knowledge, and where 
these are insufficient, weightier arguments, those that will be felt. 

(Johann Most) 


Newly reprinted by THE MATCH! Available from us for 50 cents. 


re  —— 


several of their plays in this country. One 


Subversive Chronicles, by the way, has managed 
to stick to its independent and critical editorial 
policy in the face of deliberate attempts to destroy 
it. The NEW INDICATOR, published from Student 
Center, B-023, La Jolla, California 92093, writes 
that its funding has been drastically cut by the 
university. Inaddition, student lackeys of the ruling 
powers have mounted a campaign to abolish the 
paper altogether by “combining” it with a couple 
of others (thus squelching everyone and producing 
a say-nothing blend). 

We applaud the efforts of the NEW INDICATOR 
group to stay alive, but suggest that the hand- 
writing is on the wall; papers beholden to “grants” 
from anybody are liable to be closed down when 
those grants stop coming through. GIVING money 
to small organizations is in fact a favorite method 
of the malicious— this gets the body used to, and 
dependent upon, the source... and the source then 
purposefully dries up. Moral] of the story: develop 
a broad base of support, and always, ALWAYS 
turn down big institutions who want to be patrons. 


EWS of still another ban on dissent- 
| Wiing opinion comes as we read that 


ors’ status by the U.S. 
State Department. The 
dramatists, Dario Fo and 
Franca Rame, were said 
to be “not. suitable” to 
enter the United States 
because of their advocacy 
of Anarchism. 

The couple was to ap- 
pear at Yaleand New York 
Universities to produce 


€é: 
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of their works, “Accidental Death ofan Anarchist”, 
was scheduled to run from February 3 to March 8 
at the Arena Stage in Washington, D.C. 

The exclusion has drawn protests from the 
producer Joseph Papp and others involved with 
the theatre. 

Moreover, lest anyone think that legal at- 
tempts to control thought are only potent against 
“foreigners”, we take note of the photocopy 
recently mailed to us, of statute number 18-3402 
in a western state of America: “Display of banner 
of disloyalty prohibited: Whoever in this state 
shall hoist, carry or display any... emblem or 
banner indicating disloyalty to the government of 
the United States..., or a belief in anarchy, shall 
be deemed guilty of a felony, and upon conviction 
shall be punished by imprisonment in the peniten- 
tiary for a term not less than one year nor more 
than ten years, and may also be fined in any sum 
not exceeding $1000.” 

What frantic efforts the state and its grubbing 
authorities make to prevent the spread of this idea! 
What lengths the parasites go to, to keep from 
having to get productive work, to hold onto their 
privilege of telling others what to do... 


(602) 
623-3861 


“It’s for you!”’ 
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RESISTANCE, 


ORIGINS OF THE STATE, 
and WORK 


Against His-story, ‘Against Leviathan, 
by Fredy Perlman. Black & Red, 
Detrait, 1983 


Reviewed by Chaz Bufe 


REDY PERLMAN has undertaken a very 

ambitious project— a description of the 

origins and growth of the state, andthe forms 

of resistance to, and flight from, it through- 
out history. Unfortunately, his project is a miser- 
able failure. 

The only positive feature of AGAINST HIS- 
STORY is that it presents some interesting 
speculation on how the state originated. But even 
this thought-provoking material is marred by 
Perlman’s ever-present tendency to present his 
theories as fact. 

The discussion of the development of the state 
in the following pages is all but useless. Perlman 
dispenses with minor details such as dates, and 
employs unusual and idiosyncratic terminology 
(“artificial worm,” “octopus,” “cadaverous beast,” 
éartificial beast with human entrails”) which he 
never defines. After reading this book, I have the 
distinct impression that Perlman considers vague- 
ness a virtue. 

There are so many other negative aspects of 
AGAINST HIS-STORY that it’s difficult to decide 
where to begin to attack it. A convenient place to 
start is with Perlman’s habit of presenting un- 
provable assertion as fact. Consider the following 
excerpts: 


«Our ancestors— [ ll... call them the 
Possessed... loved nature and nature recip- 
rocated their love.” (p. 9) 
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«,,.the richness of life of the Possessed is 
barely accessible to us, even to those of us 
who have not chained our imaginations.” 


“Reduced to blank slates by school, we 
cannot know what it was to grow upheirs to 
thousands of generations of vision, insight, 
experience. ...We cannot know what it was 
to learn to hear the plants grow and to feel 
the growth.” (p. 10) 


Just how does Perlman know that prehistoric 
people “loved nature”? How does he know that 
“nature reciprocated their love*? How does he 
know that they had a “richness of life? ? How does 
he know that they could “hear the plants grow”? 
(For that matter, how could anyone “hear the 
plants grow” ?) 

The answer is simple: there’s no way that 
Perlman could know. There’s no way that ANYONE 
could know whether Perlman’s statements bear 
any relation to what actually existed. Perlman is 
engaged, here and in the rest of the book, ina 
grandiose exercise in wishful thinking, and in- 
dulgence in nostalgia for a very probably non- 
existent “golden age”. Think about it— Perlman 
is presenting as fact his conjectures about the 
psychological state of prehistoric human beings. 

Perlman’s wishful thinking and nostalgia for 
Never Never Land would be more forgiveable if 
it wasn’t permeated with self-satisfaction (recall 
his “unchained imagination”), glorification of 
irrationality and mysticism, and ridicule of ra- 
tionality. His attraction to the mystical is demon- 
strated in the following excerpts: 


“They... let themselves be possessed by the 
spirit of a tree...” (p. 12) 


“What was once joyful celebration, self- 


abandon, orgiastic communion with the 
beyond, shrinks to lifeless ritual...” (p. 36) 


You tell me— what isthe “spirit ofa tree”? What 
is “orgiastic communion with the beyond”? It goes 
without saying that Perlman doesn’t touch the 
question of how he knows that this “orgiastic 
communion” took place in prehistoric times. 

From these and similar statements, the reader 
could easily gét the impression that Perlman is a 
run-of-the-mill metaphysical bullshit artist. That 
is not the case. Later in the book he lets the cat 
out of the bag (or, more accurately, the host out 
of the chalice): “(Christianity) is not a ‘cult’. It is 
@ living way...” (p. 100) 

On page 110 he refers to early Christianity as 
a “powerful affirmation of Nature and Life.” That, 
to put it mildly, is idiotic. Consider the following 
quotations from “Jesus Christ” and decide for 


yourself whether they’re a “powerful affirmation 
of Nature and Life”: 


“If any man come unto me, and hate not his 
father, and mother, and wife, and children, 
and brothers, and sisters, yea, and his own 
life, he cannot be my disciple.” (Luke) 


“For there are some eunuchs, which were 
so born from their mother’s womb; and 
there are some eunuchs which were made 
eunuchs of men; and there be eunuchs 
which have made themselves eunuchs for 
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the kingdom of heaven’s sake. He that is 

able to receive it, let him receive it.” (Mat- 

thew) 
(There are numerous other quotations from the 
same little dead book that every bit as horrifying 
as these.) 

After extravagantly praising J.C. and the early 
Christians-—- “The most spirited revolutionaries 
are those who think the gods are fighting alongside 
them,” (like the Spanish Anarchists in 1936, I 
presume) -—Perlman then vigorously denounces 
what he sees as the degeneration of a “way” into 
a “cult”. 

(While reading this material I had a strong 
sense of deja vu. It didn’t take me long to realize 
why. Perlman’s apologetics for J.C. and early 
Christianity are very similar in tone to the 
apologetics of the trots for Lenin and the early 
USSR. In neither case do the apologists admit that 
there was anything internal leading to the “degen- 
eration” which they so stringently condemn. Andin 
both cases they have a convenient devil on whom 
to lay blame: Stalin for the trots,andthe “pseudo- 
Apostle Paul” for Perlman.) 

Significantly, in his examination of resistance 
to the state, Perlman focuses almost exclusively 
on what he sees as mystically centered forms of 
resistance to it. Given his mystical orientation, 
it’s not surprising that Perlman is anti-rational 
and anti-scientific. At one point he even attacks 
literacy; 


“The subjects of the exodus are zeks in 
Egypt, but they seem relatively privileged 
zeks. They are preliterate.” (pp. 47-48) 


Evidently, to Perlman, ignorance is bliss— it 
probably allows “orgiastic communion with the 
_beyond.” (I can’s resist asking the obvious ques- 
tion here. Since Perlman thinks literacy a curse, 
and as he has no suggestions whatsoever pointing 
to a way out of the mess he thinks we’re in, why 
did he bother to write this long-winded—— 302 
pages-— diatribe? ) 


IVEN the incessant attacks upon rationality 
and science in this book (and, unfortunately, 
in much of the mass media), a short 
defense of rationality is in order here. 
Rationality, contrary to what Perlman and other 
mystics would have us believe, is neither common 
nor highly valued, nor has it ever been. The vast 
bulk of the population is, and always has been, 
mired in ignorance and superstition (mysticism 
in its various forms: religion, astrology, etc.). 
If you doubt this, ask a few people at random what 
they think of rationality and science; then ask them 
for definitions of those terms. THAT is why huge 
numbers of people throughout the ages have been 
ready and willing to follow demagogues and to act 
contrary to their ownbest interests. They’venever 
known a reliable means of determining what their 
own best interests are. Rationality (the use of 
reason and logic) is that means. But whether it will 
ever be widely employed is highly questionable. 
That’s why it’s so sad and disgusting to see anti- 
authoritarians like Perlman attacking rationality 
and pushing mysticism. 
An interesting aspect of AGAINST HIS-STORY 
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is that although Perlman gives lip service to 
feminism (he’d undoubtedly prefer an evenvaguer 
term such as “the female principle”), his argu- 
ments are curiously insensitive to the needs of 
women. In his “golden age” of prehistory, women 
had no control over their reproductive functions. 
That control has been given them in recent times 
by the hated beast, technology. Perlman doesn’t 
even consider this in his blanket-condemnation of 
science, rationality, and technology. He seems 
quite ready to chuck out contraception and abortion 
along with the rest of modern technology if we 
could only return to the “golden age”. But, to be 
fair, if I were a woman, I’d consider that having 
fifteen or twenty kids, half or more of them to die 
in infancy or childhood, and dying myself when 
worn out and used up at age 30 or 35 a SMALL 
price to pay if I could experience “orgiastic com- 
munion with the beyond.” 

On page 266 Perlman admists that, “I?m im- 
patient to end the story of the artificial beast with 
human entrails.” Similarly, ?m impatient to end 
my review of this piece of tripe. 

A writer in FIFTH ESTATE considers Perl- 
man’s writing style “poetical”. You’ve seen a few 
mercifully short examples of it here. If Fredy 
Perlman is a poet, he’s the Rod McKuen of New 
Age Nihilism. 


Anti-Semitism and the Beirut 
Pogrom, By Fredy Perlman 
Left Bank Books, 92 Pike St., 
Seattle, WA. 98101 


Reviewed by Fred Woodworth 


HE STATE <of Israel is, or should be, of 

profound concern to every person who 

opposes authoritarian schemes of society, 

with their attendant nationalism, racism, 

religionism and politicalism. This state, 
unlike any other — with the possible exception of 
the Bolshevik one right after its birth ~ seems 
to enjoy an immunity to being criticized from the 
Left or from Anarchists, aside from a few 
scattered voices. 

And yet any reasons for holding back the flood 
of blistering observations that that state ought to 
provoke, are no different from the ones we hear 
from the glassy-eyed droolers who worship the 
American flag; that THIS is a “moral” state, a 
“different” kind, of state—- maybe even a state 
plopped down on the earth by “god”. In the case 
of the Jewish state there is the additional inhibi- 
tion of the worry that one’s remarks will be 
misinterpreted as anti-Semitism, or, more prob- 
able, that they will be deliberately branded as 
anti-Semitic by a mob of shriekers who indis- 
criminately accuse all criticism of the same 
convenient contamination. 

The pamphlet on various matters of human 
experience, including the State of Israel, ANTI- 
SEMITISM AND THE BEIRUT POGROM, by Fredy 
Perlman, will certainly have to be contorted by 
the fanatics to make it twist into a bigoted mold, 
because the author has the kind of impeccable 
credentials that must make the statist apologists 


wince: He barely escaped landing in a concentra- 
tion camp as a child when the Nazis invaded his 
land; and many individuals in his immediate 
family actually died in such camps during the 
1940s. Today, however, instead of taking the 
frightened response of racial cohesiveness that 
leads to identification with yet another foul gov- 
ernment, Perlman recognizes the Israeli State 
as being exactly like any other— abusive, mili- 
taristic, dangerous. 

Unlike his barely readable “Against His-story, 
Against Leviathan”, the current short work comes 
to the point concisely and persuasively. He does 
not request the reader’s complicity in an assump- 
tion of the moral force of Christianity; his essay 
is mostly confined to the arena of his own ex- 
perience, and therefore makes a good case. His 
most cogent remark comes after he speaks of 
“the trick of declaring war against the armed 
resistance and then attacking the resisters’ un- 
armed kin as well as the surrounding population 
with the most gruesome products of Death- 
Science...” He notes Herman Melville’s analysis 
of Indian-hating: “that those who made a full-time 
profession of ...murdering indigenous people of 
this continent always made themselves appear, 
even in their own eyes, as the victims of man- 
hunts,” and “The use the Nazis made of the 
International Jewish Conspiracy is better known; 
during all the years of atrocities «ee, the Nazis 
considered themselves the victimized.” 


“It?s as if the experience of being a victim 
gave exemption from human solidarity, as 
if it gave a license to kill.” 


Elsewhere Perlman speaks of “the response of the 
cudgel-armed Defense League bully who thinks 
the absence of a brown shirt makes him un- 
recognizable.” 

Pervading Perlman’s writing, both here and 
in other works, there is the firm rejection of 
science, for reasons that are certainly worth 
looking at. For Perlman, science is the pure 
antithesis of life; whatever spontaneity or beauty 
exists in the world, it seems to be the mission 
of what he thinks of as science, to eradicate. It 
must be conceded that there is a great deal of 
truth in this picture, but the danger in receiving 
this view unreservedly is that it leads one to 
anti-science: to non-materialism, to mysticism, 
and ultimately to religion. 

But science itself need not result in in the 
Death Culture; this is not science, but the delib- 
erate perversion of one branch, TECHNOLOGY, 
to the crazy goals of rampant politicalism— the 
tendency we’ve referred to before as “science’s 
ghastly love affair with computers and with 


weapons.” Here is the sad truth of this matter: 


such a vast body of knowledge exists today that 
anyone who probes deeply in science must special- 
ize, and this specialization has reached such a 
point that there seems to be, really, little room 
left in the savants’ brains for anything that does 
not directly pertain to their esoteric area of 
study. Thus, questions like What Is Right?, What 
Is Wrong?, are neglected by them. Today’s 
man or woman of Science, aside from the rare 
generalist, knows nothing of literature, art, or 
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the broader questions of philosophy. The scien- 
tist has largely come to be a moral imbecile and 
a political innocent, yet the terrible infant is 
capable of inflicting untold misery on the human 
race when he all-uncritically heeds the call of the 
state for a bigger this, a more devastating that, 
a more sensitive the-other, to bully, crush or 
tune in on the private affairs of individuals. THIS 
“science” is an enemy indeed, but only insofar as 
it is made so by the state. 

There is another face of science: that is the 
kindly side that has lifted up humanity from the 
dependence upon the whims of weather, or the 
power of animals, and has granted some degree 
of comfort and happiness. No longer does the 
screaming, sobbing human being have to be held 
down by a crowd of his fellows as the surgeon 
sawsinto his flesh with a knife, and no longer is 
he almost sure to die from the unrestrained ac- 
tivity of micro-organisms that invade his system, 
The development of antibiotics alone has done more 
for humanity than all the religions of past and 
present time put together. 

What is important is to attack statist science 
as a spurious product-— something that has 
ceased to serve humanity in any way. It is also 
vital to oppose every guise of government, no 
matter what or how righteous it pretends to bb—— 
or how impossible it attempts to make its oppon- 
ents seem. Fredy Perlman’s pamphlet touches 
many of the very questions that Anarchists need 
to be talking about. 


Why Work? ‘Arguments for the Leisure 
Society, edited by Vernon Richards (authors, 
various). Freedom Press, 1983 (84 B 
Whitechapel High St., London E 1, England 


Reviewed by I. R. Ybarra 


N every lip is this same word: technology. 
Developments in past times that enslaved 
people always happened slowly enough for 
most of the populace to become accus- 

tomed to them, or for the shortness of the public’s 
memory to allow doubt to steal over matters 
(it is this that keeps such absurdities as prayer 
or the participation in political elections from 
being recognized as completely lacking in bene- 
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ficial effect).Technology, however, is roaring 
forward like a lion out of its cage, and a mass 
revolt against it is for the first time in recent 
years a distinct possibility, simply because the 
beast is moving fast enough to be seen. It’s much 
like the process of the public’s acceptance of 
laws: as long as they are enacted slowly and 
regularly, complaint is sporadic and of short 
duration; but impose strict dictatorship all at 
once and the people will rebel. This iswhy rulers 
are very careful to keep up no more than a steady 
pressure in eroding freedom, and why, actually, 
it would in a way make more sense for those who 
oppose laws and want to see them destroyed, to 
press for the enactment of all the logical con- 
sequences of present statutes ALL AT ONCE, so 
that instead of the process unfolding bit by bit and 
allowing citizens to get used to each increment, 
the curtain rang fully down on their freedoms in 
a single moment. THEN they would smash gov- 
ernment to pieces, which they will never do while 
visionless single-issue groups attack one new 
law at a time, with no recognition of the whole 
process... 


In the preface to WHY WORK?, Vernon 
Richards states: “For many years I have been of 
the opinion that the greatest threat to 
mankind comes not from the politicians 
but from the scientists and technologists 
aided and abetted by the media and high 
finance.” This is a view that in the early 
1960s would have been incomprehensible 
to most people; today they are finding 
fingerprint apparatus in the banks, com- 
puters in the public library that are able 
to display in a fraction of a second all 
the books they have checked out in the 
last five years. They are finding out that 
the telephone is more a tool of various 
agencies’ keeping track of one than of 
“reaching out and touching” anybody. In 
businesses where they purchase food or 
clothing, cameras record them; when they 
pay for whatever they buy, a permanent 
note is made that has numerous disquiet- 
ing uses, and they canuse cash that leaves 
no tracks only at the risk of catastrophic 
loss to muggers and burglars whose 
tremendous increase is caused by govern- 
ment disincentives to productive labor. 

Radicals have long pointed to theiron 
fist under the state’s velvet glove, but 
now most of them, along with many other 
people, are starting to realize that the 
iron fist itself is only in existence be- 
cause somewhere a technologist helped 
to design it. The unbroken chain that _ 
connects many tiny and seemingly innocuous acts 
in the work-place, links almost every worker to 
disastrous policies ranging from war-mongering 
to arming the police-state. Social fascism is 
implemented only with the assistance of the 
victims, many of whom are increasingly aware 
—and resentful of-~ what they’re doing. 

Thus the arguments against work. Work is 
indicted on a number of charges, both for whiat 
it does as well as what it does not do. It does 
not, for instance, permit the worker to “get ahead”. 
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Far less does it allow him or her to rise as 
promised in school textbooks and become the 
owner of the company. It confers no automatic 
gratification for “a job well done”, since most 
work is boring, regimented and ultimately un- 
productive. The religion of industry—— Industri- 
ousness—— no longer serves to dull the mind of 
the worker to the appalling horror of selling one’s 
days to pay for what one can never quite get. 
Bertrand Russell, whose essay starts out the 
present collection, holds forth “In Praise of 
Idleness”, beginning with these ringing words: 


“What is work? Work is of twokinds; first, 
altering the position of matter at or near 
the earth’s surface relatively to other such 
matter; second, telling other people to do 
so. The first kind is unpleasant and ill paid, 
the second is pleasant and highly paid.” 


In a sense this echoes the Surrealists’ demand, 
not for full employment, but for FULL UN- 


EMPLOYMENT; the man or woman who can be 
reduced to gaining the necessities of life through 
submission to a routine of enslavement within 
private little dictatorships, is the man or woman 
most amenable to life in the larger dictatorship 
of society itself. 

Some essays in the present book, such as Ifan 
Edwards’ “The Art of Shovelling”, are well- 
written without being particularly enlightening; 
others are amusing, such as Tony Gibson’s 
“Who Will Do the Dirty Work?*® In all cases, 
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what stands out is the realization that work is 
more, far more, than what ruling classes would 
have us think it is, while, at the same time, itis 
much, much less than the life it displaces. 

This is an excellent volume, in the dignified 
tradition of the Freedom Press, edited by long- 
time Anarchist activist and writer Vernon Rich- 
ards. Many of the essays, particularly Richards’ 
own, come from the back file of FREEDOM, and 
are a glimpse of an Anarchist newspaper of the 
1950s. 


Somebody’s Brother, by Carla Eugster 
Samisdat press, Box 129, Richford, 
Vermont 05476, 184 pages, $6.00, pb. 


Reviewed by I. R. Ybarra 


IVEN that work is deadening, authoritarian, 
a siphon of creative energies into the 
cesspool of owners’ interests; still, inthe 
present society, the lack of a way of 
earning a living—— which translates into the lack 
of a “job’— is a serious matter indeed. The 
worker squeezes into the proverbial spot between 
a rock and a hard place: he must work or starve, 
while his work is hardly ever adequately com- 
pensated, and he must quietly bear an almost 
endless variety of humiliations in order to cling 
to even this rocking treadmill. Not surprisingly, 
the accumulated frustrations of employed persons 
find periodic vent in the form of strikes as they 
withhold their labor in an effort to force owners 
to dole out a few additional crumbs. These strikes, 
while of definite importance in rectifying particu- 
lar abuses, etc., still have the drawback of not 
being GENERAL STRIKES— ones involving all 
workers at once—- so that one serious effect is 
to create great inequalities between different 
kinds of workers. This leads to envy and a lack 
of sympathy with some strikes. When workers in 
one unionized industry, who are making $13 an 
hour, go on strike demanding $15 an hour, the 
mass of lunch-counter employees, clerks, gas- 
station attendents and others, receiving perhaps 
$3.50 an hour, seethes. Among them the comment 
is frequently heard: “By god, give me even $9 an 
hour and Pll drive their bus!” In this sense, 
strikes without general worker solidarity are in 
part both productive and counter -productive. 
SOMEBODY’S BROTHER, by Carla Eugster, 
is a small book about a 1947 strike that the 
author saw up close in a Southern town. This 
was labor organizing of the kind we would now 
think of as liberal rather than radical; never- 
theless it?s an absorbing. picture of the stresses 
and strains as Black workers argue, drift in and 
out of the strike, argue FOR their employer, who 
came and patted them on the back once when their 
child died, and are gooned and jailed by the same 
man. A strike such as this is lost in such a sea 
of collateral issues, however— the workers are 
ignorant, sunk in religion, utterly without choices, 
blocked from progress by their own mental 
spooks and the hate and viciousness of the non- 
millworkers, that it is really pathetic. 
Perhaps the most useful aspect of this book 
is that it can be read just before or following 
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the current evening newspaper to show how little 
things have changed in forty years: today, des- 
cendants of the same workers still live in com- 
pany houses from which they’re summarily 
evicted when the strike-breaking gets under way; 
they’re still in debt to the employer after giving 
him their irreplaceable time-—- chunks of their 
lives. They’re still concerned about the same few 
more pennies per hour; still stuck in the un- 
avoidable trap of having to press for more work 
instead of NO work. 


Betrayal on Mount Parnassus, by 
Professor William E. Drake. Philosophical 
Library, New York, 307 pp, $21.95, hb. 


Reviewed by Don Holbrook 


URING many years of contact with odd 
ideas, it’s been my privilege to see 
books that in a thousand lifetimes the 
ordinary reader would never run into, 

and I am by no meaiis better off for this exper - 
ience. Far from it; I have to make an actual 
effort to forget some of the things I read. It is 
almost unbelievable what effusions are committed | 
to the pressed pulp that whole forests are up- 
rooted to make. There are books exhibiting such 
monumental stupidity that one wonders how the 
author got through even a single day without 
braining himself trying to walk through closed 
doors. Fortunately, it’s possible to laugh at most 
of these works. The colossal strain on the in- 
tellect, however, the force that could drive men 
mad, comes when we’re tortured on the rack of 
a terrible, stupid, HIDEOUS book that we happen 
to agree with. 

Professor William E. Drake has written such 


Nowe 18 of “The Alarm’, 
‘i ontaining Neeli Cherkov- 
ski?s poem, CAPTAIN STALIN, a 
response to what the author terms 
“an outrageously pro - Stalinist 
poem by Pablo Neruda.” $2, Box 
26481 Customhouse Station, San 
Francisco, CA 94126. 


Fe THE FIVE Newsletter, 
-« issue #5. Updates the case 
of Julie Belmas, Ann Hansen, 
Gerry Hannah, Doug Stewart, and 
Brent Taylor, arrested in Cana- 
da and facing nineteen to twenty- 
four charges apiece, including 
political conspiracy, alleged pos- 
session of stolen property, etc.— 
in other words, the usual bogus 
state array. 

In the absence of substantive 
evidence against the defendants, 
prosecution is attempting to con- 
vict the five of “belonging to an 
Anarchist-terrorist cell®, an old 


THE MATCH! | 


courtroom trick that evades pres- 
entation of evidence relating to 
actual charges, while harping on 
shock-effect phrases to sway the 
jury. Defendants were also placed 
in isolation cells, making organ- 
ization of a legal defense difficult. 

Police have even raided head- 
quarters of a defense/support 
group for the five in Toronto, 
armed with an ancient law against 
“seditious libel”. 

For full information on this 
situation, contact the Newsletter 
at Box 48296, Bentall Station, 
Vancouver, BC V7X 1A1, Canada. 


OMOTIONAL material for 
HALT, a group seeking to 
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diminish the role of lawyers in 
society (the acronym stands for 
Help Abolish Legal Tyranny). It 
is by no means an Anarchist 
organization, but it advocates a 
number of commonsense res- 


ponses to creeping legalism that 
is burying free action under a 
mountain of procedures and bur- 
eaucracy. Suite 319, 201 Massa- 
chusetts Ave., NE, Washington, 
D.C. 20002. 


HE SMITHSONIAN, issue 
e-ee® for March, 1983. Contains 


an article titled “Trying ToSolve 
the Enigma of the ‘Sierra Madre’” 
—~a discussion of the efforts still 
being made to find complete in- 
formation on anarchistic ‘author 
B. Traven. Writer William Weber 
Johnson states: ‘‘Conservative 
folk consider him (Traven) a 
radical, against capitalism, 
against government of any kind, 
while radicals tend to regardhim 
as an undisciplined deviationist.” 

The only “radicals* who so 
regard Traven are the left State 
Authoritarians-— the marxists of 
most varieties—, but how “radi- 


a book. For god’s sake stay away from it. The 
Keenest mind will blunt on reading it all the way 
through; even a peek at a chapter will set loose 
the howling imps of self-doubt. I believe the in- 
dividual who set the type for the book— the only 
living person besides the author who has read the 
whole thing is now confined as dangerous case 
in an asylum for the hopelessly bored. 

Drake has taken such stimulating concepts as 
Atheism, critiques of athletics, the role of tech- 
nology in a free society, and other ideas, and has 
turned them into one of the flattest pieces of 
writing ever to ooze out of a word-processor. 
The book is set up in what the author obviously 
thinks is the form of a Socratic dialogue— 307 
pages of low-voltage opinions expressed in mul- 
tiple-paragraph orations by totally non-developed 
characters. The author’s own bulb is pretty dim; 
the dust jacket touts the following as “the exis- 
tential wanderings of his young mind®; “If God 
really loved Jesus, why did Behave Him cruci- 
fied?*® Wow, that IS deep; you just know you’re 
going to find things in this work that nobody ever 
thought of before. 

Here’s an example of the clanking “dialogue*: 


*Ron,” said Bill Snyder, “can you give me 
a specific example of what you have in _ 
mind?” 

*Gladly, Bill,” replied Ron Jervis. “One 
of the best examples that I can give you is 
to be found in connection with the use of 
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the Christian Bible. You know, as well as I 
do, that there is no rational or scientific 
basis for teaching Jewish legendary history 
as the word of a divine God. The Christian 
Bible should be placed inthe same category 
as the Islamic Koran or the Sayings of 
Confucius. These and other religious docu- 
ments are as much man-made asthe works 
of Shakespeare or the writings of Ralph 
Waldo Emerson...” 
The next paragraph begins; “Ron,” said Bill 
Snyder, “I note from the Wall Street Journal...” 
About 97% of this book is “dialogue”, all of it just 
as deadpan as the sample shown from page 89. 
Page after page of: 


“So what you want, Ron,” said Professor 
Snyder... 

“Don’t forget, Professor Snyder,” re- 
plied Professor Jervis... 

“Professor Jervis,” said Bill Snyder... 

“Bill,” said Ron Jervis, “I would hold...” 


Far less suspicious minds than mine would won- 
der whether the CIA wrote this book to dissolve 
Anarchists and Atheists in laughter and catatonia. 

Some “philosophers” need to be reminded that 
philosophy is literally the love of wisdom, and no 
love is ever served by drowning the object of one’s 
affection in gooey, soporific words. Frankly, it’d 
be healthier to argue witha forthright Fascist than 
to waste one’s time wading through this unctuous 
and endless book. 
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cal” they are is questionable, as 
they merely seek to replace one 
form of government with another. 
Traven’s philosophy, which is 


B. Traven 
Reclusive Anarchist novellst 


close to our own, rejected all 
kinds of domination. We strong- 
ly recommend his novels. 


Pores UPDATE, vol. 
+ @2, number 1. Coverage of 
events in the Central American 
region, where the present United 
States administration is deter- 
mined to promote war. $1 from 
Honduras Information Center, 
1151 Massachusetts Ave., Cam- 
bridge, MA 02138. 


Yours LIBERTARIAN, a 
ove tabloid opposing the draft. 
Issue number one contains infor- 
mation on refusing to register, 
editorials, and case history. $5/ 
year, from Box 78525, Washing- 
ton, DC 20013. 


OMOTIONAL leaflet ona 
a new book: “Vision on Fire: 
Emma Goldman on the Spanish 
Revolution,” edited by David Por- 
ter. This is a collection of writ- 
ings mostly not published before, 
a kind of sequel to her autobio- 
graphy, “Living My Life”. 360 
pages, paperback, from Common- 
ground Press, 546 Albany Post 
Road, New Paltz, NY 12561. (Cost 
is $7.50 plus $1.00 for postage.) 
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By Jack Semmens 


IN A BID to take the hassle out of being an informant, the Soviet 
Union has introduced denunciation-by-mail. Would-be informants 
who had been too shy, or who might not have had the time to drop 
in at a police station, can now report deviate behavior con- 
veniently and anonymously. The government has distributed handy 
postcards for reporting such offenses as “irregular income”, “not 
working anywhere,” “previously on trial”, and “other violations 
of the rules of socialist society.” “Other violations” reported 
thus far included loitering, living in the city without registering 
with the police, and consorting with foreigners. 

This denunciation-by-mail program is part of the “liberal” 
Andropov’s policy of return to traditional Soviet values. Keeping 
an eye on one’s neighbors is, in this view, a means of promoting 
patriotism and socialist solidarity without being constrained by 
bourgeois notions of privacy. 

* *« * 
MEANWHILE IN POLAND, it was revealed that the precarious 
condition’ of the nation is caused by anti-socialist literature. 
Singled out for government censure was the writers’ union. These 
writers, instead of producing literature to inspire confidence in 
the government, insist on ridiculing the shortcomings of the 
regime. The union has been suspended and will remain suspend~ 
ed until the writers acknowledge their responsibilities to the 
State. 

* * * 
IN ITS CONTINUING EFFORT to protect America from dangerous 
criminals, the Department of Justice has proposed the prosecu- 
tion of 70,000 men for failure to register for the draft. The gov- 
ernment has not yet decided whether to make room in prison by 
granting early release to murderers and rapists or to extort more 
money from taxpayers to build more prisons. In any case, the 
Department feels it is important to get these draft resisters be- 
hind bars before they can successfully carry out their threat not 
to kill enemies of the State. 

* * * 
LAST YEAR, former Interior Secretary Watt admitted that gov- 
ernment repression was largely responsible for the awful con- 
ditions on Indian reservations. Not to be outdone by a subordinate, 
President Reagan has recently admitted that government is 
largely responsible for the rising tide of illiteracy and ignorance 
in products of the public schools. Reagan blamed heavy-handed 
government intervention for declining standards and performance. 
He also sought to reassure everyone that his administration has 
done, and will do, nothing to change these trends. Government 
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MORE 
LOCAL 
FASCISM 


What are called “current 
events” are really statist spec- 
tacles—- the show, fawning, 
and pomp of political “lead- 
ers”. The so-called manon the 
street feels guilty at not know- 
ing precisely what is going on 
in Lebanon, Nicaragua, or the 
other focus spots of the mo- 
ment, and the information pro- 
vided by the “news” is designed 
both to foster and satisfy this 
guilt in craving endless ir- 
relevant facts. 

But while authoritarian 
news gabbles constantly about 
interplay of world regimes, 
it is silent about regional de- 
velopments which actually 
portend more to the average 
person and to the condition of 
life than the “current events*. 

In the city where THE 
MATCH is published, local 
government has sought to turn 
the public into a mass of in- 
formers by means of a hot- 
line for anonymous tips to 
police. Promising that all tips 
will be investigated, the local 
prosecutor’s office urges any- 
one to dial the number “88- 
C-R-I-M-E” to report friends 
or neighbors for any suspicious 
activity. Rewards are paid to 
tipsters, following successful 
prosecution, via an elaborate 
cloak-and-dagger system of 
preserving secrecy. 

Meanwhile, another local 
(state) law called the Racket- 
eering-Influenced Corrupt Or- 
ganizations Act (RICO), allows 
the state to confiscate all 
assets of a person convicted of 
any crime loosely defined as 
“racketeering”. Even before 
conviction, while indictmentis 
still pending, bank accounts are 
seized and other assets “froz- 
en’, in some cases forcing 
defendants to secure “charity” 
legal defense through the state 
itself... And now thenews: The 
President today visited... 
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spending and intervention will continue. Meanwhile, 62% of the 
new teachers in a Houston school flunked a basic-skills reading 
test. In a bid to promote excellence, the public school super- 
intendent announced that teachers who flunk two years in a tow 
will not be eligible for raises. 

* * 


IN ROMANIA, the Communist rulers are having a difficult time 
coping with an outbreak of literacy. People are taking up writing 
and distributing leaflets critical of government policies. New reg- 
ulations require all typewriters to be registered with the police. 
Persons harboring counterrevolutionary concepts are prohibited 
from owning or operating tvpewriters. The next step, no doubt, 
will put the police on the lookout for persons carrying concealed 
pens or pencils. 
* * * 
IN CANADA, the government is seeking new legislation to con- 
trol newspapers. The legislation is reputedly needed to enable 
the government to protect the people against monopoly abuse. 
That people might simply exercise their discretion by not reading 
offensive newspapers, seems to be an option that dues not occur 
to government officials. 
3 * * * 
VARIOUS ANIMALS bore the brunt of State oppression in recent 
months. The U.S. Department of Agriculture executed a goat for 
illegally entering the country. In Phoenix, county officials 
“rescued” 23 dalmatians after their owner had “abandoned” them 
(the owner was gone one night to visit her sick mother) and 
later put them to death when the owner refused to pay a $550 
ransom. In Virginia, a dog was sentenced to death for barking. In 
Ohio, people can sleep sounder, now that police have restored 
the peace by shotgunning a kitten to death. 
* * *: 
CRITICS of bureaucratic sloth were recently rebutted by a De~ 
partment of Health and Human Services study that revealed that 
federal employees have developed innovative ways to steal public 
funds. By creative use of computers, bureaucrats at all levels 
have been able to divert money to their own benefit. The pro- 
grams bilked included veterans’ benefits, medicate, food stamps, 
and social security. Civil service careers are apparently even 
more rewarding than the advertisements let on. 
* * * 
AS THE PENTAGON SEES IT, no price is too high to pay for 
the nation’s defense. In implementing this philosophy, Depart- 
ment of Defense procurement officers have paid $1600 for 
ladders that could te had at $136 retail and $100 for nuts and 
bolts retailing at five cents apiece, among other things. The 
General Accounting Office estimates that the Pentagon’s “cost 
be damned” shopping sprees waste #10 billion per year. Anothe 
er study forecast that 80-85% of DODts nuclear missiles won’t 
work under battle conditions. It would seem that a person could 
obtain a more effective and reasonably priced defense at a local 
hardware store or sporting goods shop. 
; * * * 
A STUDY published by Ohio University traces the origin of 
Legionnaires’ Disease to government rules designed to promote 
energy conservation. In order to meet government targets on 
reducing energy consumption, many building operators lowered 
the temperature of their hot water from 140° to 110°. The lower 
temperature provided an ideal breeding ground for the deadly 
disease bacteria. Apparently, government policies are even more 
sickening than most people know. 
* * * 
“REPRESENTATIVE” Thomas Downey explained his role in 
Congress in regard to weapons procurement: “The Chairman of 
Grumman is not only a good friend, but -a Democrat. When the 
A-6 Intruder (a plane made by Grumman) was going to be killed 
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(denied funding), it’s my job, whether I think the 
A-G is good or not, to support it.” Waste the tax- 
payers” money on weapons likely to kill their own 
pilots because the manufacturer is a personal 
friend and political supporter. Never has so- 
called defense policy been so candidly explained. 
* * * 
PRESIDENTIAL CANDIDATE Emest Hollings 
has called for the reinstitution of conscription. 
Senator Hollings characterized the all volunteer 
foree as “un-American” and a “glaring civil 
wrong”. He has introduced legislation to bring 
back the draft. According to Hollings, the bill is 
for the benefit of “the black, the poor, and the 
disadvantaged.” As drawn, the bill excludes 
women from conscription, but, wary of charges of 
being anti-feminist, Hollings affirmed he favors 
drafting women, too. 
* * * 

IF YOU PAID someone to perform a service and 
didn’t receive that service, you'd figure you had 
grounds for complaint. While people do have 
legal recourse if the non-performer is a private 
citizen or corporation, the same is not true when 
government is involved, Three women sharing a 
townhouse in Washington made two emergency 
calls to tke D.C. police when intruders broke into 
their home. The three were held captive, tortured 
and robbed in a fourteen-hour ordeal. Police help 
never came. The three women sued, but lost their 
case, The court ruled that it is a “fundamental 
principle of American law that a government and 
its agents are under no general duty to provide 
public services, such~as police protection, to 
any particular citizen.” In short, the government 
can force you to pay for “services” that it need 
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not deliver. Is this any different from the protec- 
tion rackets run by the Mafia? 

* * % 
MEANWHILE, in New York City, a 67-year-old 
woman was set upon by a gang of muggers. She 
managed to hold them at bay with her cane and a 
revolver she habitually carried in her purse. 
When the police finally arrived on the scene, 
they promptly arrested the woman for illegal 
possession of a firearm. No matter that her al- 
ternative would’ve been to be beaten, robbed, and 
maybe even killed. The State’s monopoly on the 
use of force takes precedence. 

* * * 
MEXICO defended its sovereignty by shooting 
down two unarmed light aircraft attempting to 
smuggle watches and other consumer goods into 
the country. The anti-aircraft action followed a 
tip from the U.S, Customs Service. Not wanting 
to be outdone, the Soviet Union, less than two 
weeks later, shot down an unarmed Korean Airline 
plane for attempting to move some 200 passen- 
gers through its sacred airspace. 

* * * 
FINALLY, for those of us who have characterized 
the latest wave of anti-immigration hostility as 
racist and oppressive, comes the ultimate rebut- 
tal. A poll conducted for the Federation of Ameri- 
can Immigration Reform discovered that resident 
Blacks and Hispanics ‘also favor excluding aliens 
from the U.S. No doubt it will be very comforting 
to harassed aliens to know that the gang of know- 
nothings backing repressive immigration policies 
meets U.S. affirmative action guidelines for 
racial balance and ethnic mix. e 
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Reviewed by Don Holbrook 


ERE IT IS: How To Overthrow a 
Government!” —So begins one of 
the advertisements in Loompan- 
ics Unlimited’s catalogue of 
“unusual” books and pamphlets. 
Unusual these works certainly 
are; and entertaining— why, their 
very listings are that. This 156- 
page dream-book is crammed 
with offers to sell you everything you need to know 
about riots, bomb-making, home armament, the 
picking of locks, assassination, how to get ahead 
in business by being a “son-of-a-bitch”, speed- 


A CATALOGUE 


Activism without social consciousness 
eels THIS the revolution? 


(Loompanics Unlimited, P.O.Box 1197 
Port Townsend, WA 98368 


reading, armed robbery, chemical-biological war- 
fare, electronic spying, personal defense from 
brass knuckles to body-building, how to tamper 
with gas and electric company meters and... well, 
a damned near unending array of other subjects. 

The catalogue was mailed to me recently by 
the publisher, and somehow, reading it, my mind 
replayed some dialogue from fourteen years ago, 
my friend Jim Crosson discoursing on his favorite 
topic, armed revolution. JIM: “Believe me, intwo 
years I expect to be out in the hills fighting the 
National Guard.” ME: “You’ll have a hell of a 
job.” Jim (and a number of other people at the 
time) apparently saw the existing condition of 
society to be something that rested on a number 
of tangible objects, and all you had to do was 
blow up, shoot or in some other way eradicate 
these physical blockades to freedom. Jim couldn’t 
see the least glimmer of the truth here, that 
the way things are rests on the idea people have 
of the way they ought to be. Kill a soldier and you 
strike a blow, not against militarism, but FOR it, 
by becoming like it; whereas if you change the 
thinking of individuals, they won’t WANT to be 
soldiers (or police, politicians or priests), and 
the hideous institutions they prop up will vanish. 

Jim’s mechanistic vision of society led away 
from my own, which was Anarchism, and carried 
him to Marxism’s rigid straitjacket. Rumor has it 
he died in jail in Chile in the late seventies. 

The present book-catalogue is something that 
Jim would have liked. It seems to be saying: “Get 
here the information you need to destroy what 
you hate!” Yet it never realizes that what you hate 
will be eternally replaced by other realities just 
like them if you fail to attack the ideas that are 
their foundation. 

Oddly enough, Loompanics, for all its resem- 
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blances to Marxist and Weatherman posturings, 
is actually a right-wing phenomenon, with roots 
in the Ayn Rand, Rothbard, Libertarian Party 
swamp. Thus its main reason for being, true to 
the apotheosis of selfishness, is simply this: TO 
MAKE A PROFIT. Seen this way, the contradictory 
jumble of tendencies in the catalogue resolve into 
a clear principle of making aS much money as 
possible by selling anything at all to anyone. 
Proprietor Michael Hoy, whom we recall as a 
contributor to the old “Libertarian Connection”, 
writes this in his introduction to the catalogue: 


“A crumbling Establishment opens up room 
for bold individuals to survive and prosper. 
We believe that we are on the brink of a 
new Renaissance, that the Eighties will offer 
more opportunities than ever before for the 
alert and daring individual to create new 
realities, get rich, and remain free of the 
parasites, bureaucrats, and fools... Many 
of the books in this catalogue are shocking, 
and even revolting—- but they are REAL. 
The world is made of information. The 
more information youhave at your disposal, 
the better and stronger your reality will be.” 
Okay; we’ll buy the idea that information is never 
by itself evil. We’ll even grant that there are books 
in this catalogue that have direct uses in under- 
mining the state and living free of busybody con- 
trols: works such as in the section on fake 
identification, self-acquired legal skills, intelli- 
gence~increase, self-help, survivalism, science 
and technology, self-publishing, and a few others. 
But how about: knife fighting, con games, Silencers, 
mirder and torture? Are these what we’ll find 
once we tumble off this brink into the “new 
Renaissance”? 


NOWLEDGE is power, but the 
question I have about many of the 
Loompanics books is, Power over 
h whom? From the standpoint of the 
Libertarian Rightists, the answer 
is, power over oneself. No doubt 
even the most ghastly of these 
tomes can be defended by saying 
-—~as in the case of the torture or 
con-game books—- that they show the enlightened 
individual what to expect. This is, however, aglib 
response that treats books as pure information 
without a point of view. How responsible is it to 
promulgate, in a violent and invasive world, 
material that ADVOCATES violence and invasion? 
This is not the old violence-on-TV question, or 
the case of fiction or drama, but something al- 
together different. Here, of course, the extreme 
Libertarian individualist quarrels with the very 
word, “responsibility” — “I have no responsibility 
to anybody but myself!” 

And this is what sets Libertarianism apart 
from Anarchism. Hoy quotes on page 155, as filler, 
this statement from ‘The Right to Be Greedy”: 
“Only when I... free myself to be shamelessly 
selfish, when I grasp selfishness as my only 
‘duty’, can I be free.” There is, however, such a 
thing as humanity, and we individuals are part of 
it. We harm it at our peril, and this harm includes 
urging it to be more violent than it is. @ 
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Revolution 


At a time when “radicalism” seems increasingly a haven for abjectness— 
self-debasement, humiliating compromise, religion, and appalling lack 

of vision— it is a constant relief to know of one crystal-clear roar of anger 
that will never degrade to a simpering “candlelight vigil”. Here a long-time 
exponent of Surrealism apprises us oF the movement’s import. 


<a 


URREALISM is typically defined in American 

textbooks as “a French literary and artistic 
school of the 1920s and ’?30s”. Such a “definition 
tells us little, but its worst feature is that 
everything it does tell us is false. 

The truth is that surrealism is, as it has been 
from the start, above all a REVOLUTIONARY movement. In one of 
their first tracts, dated 1925, the first surrealists identified 
themselves as “specialists in revolt” —~ revolt against all repress- 
ive values and institutions. It is the aim of surrealism to reduce 
and ultimately to resolve the paralyzing antinomies between dream 
and action, imagination and reason, conscious and unconscious. 
“Immeasurably exceeding the limits of what is usually regarded as 
art, the surrealist revolution demands the overturn ofthe existing 
order and the creation of a new society governed by the watch- 
word TO EACH ACCORDING TO HIS DESIRE. 

The basic surrealist ambition was summed up by the 
movement’s single most important precursor, Lautréamont, 
in his celebrated battle cry, “Poetry must be made by 
alll? That is, the inspiration and exaltation heretofore 
regarded as the prerogative of poets and artists will become 

the acknowledged common property of all. 

As an organized movement, surrealism is active in dozens of 
countries —-from Australia to Brazil, from Czechoslovakia to Japan, 
from Iraq to the USA; sometimes publicly, sometimes underground, but 
always and everywhere “in the service of the revolution”. 

It is hardly surprising, then, that textbooks falsify even the 
simplest facts about it, as they falsify the simplest facts about every- 
thing that touches the heart of living reality. Universities exist to 
perpetuate the old order, not to tell the truth about revolutionary 
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movements. And that is why most academic liter- 
ature on surrealism in English is about as useful 
as the FBI’s reports on other subversive and 
“un-American” activities. 

The fact that the ideologies of advanced capital- 
ism have made known their aversion to surrealism 
has not, however, sufficed to assure this movement 
a warm welcome among the diverse currents that 
define themselves as revolutionary. Indeed, even 
today, more than fifty years after its formation, 
the surrealist movement still encounters the 
gravest misunderstandings and not a little anim- 
osity among the many and varied Left groups, 
especially in the U.S. Outstanding individuals 
belonging to virtually every significant radical 
tendency have evidenced a fraternal attitude, and 
in some cases a profound sympathy for surrealist 
activity as a whole. But they remain exceptions; 
the rule has been to give surrealism a cool 
reception, or toignore it altogether. 

This deplorable attitude may be regarded as a 
symptom of the more general malaise affecting 
the Left in our time, and from whichit is just now 
slowly beginning to recover. For a whole genera- 
tion the revolutionary movement in the United 
States has been reduced to pitifully few adherents, 
stubbornly divided into countless warring factions, 
vainly trying to confront historic problems of 
unprecedented magnitude that require, for their 
solution, the utmost cooperation and solidarity. 
This sorry state of affairs is a consequence of 
the horrible defeats suffered by the workers of 
the world throughout the last half-century: the 
massacres of proletarian revolutionsinGermany, 
Hungary, Italy, China, Spain, and other countries; 
the pernicious growth of Stalinism; the simultan- 
eous rise of fascism, culminating in the second 
imperialist world war and its unspeakably dreary 
sequel, the “Cold War”, during which the various 
“democracies” nonchalantly incorporated fascist 
innovations into their governing structures. 


During this period the independent class move- 
ment of the proletariat was bloodily suppressed, 
and its traditions ground to dust; only asmall and 
isolated minority survived. This catastrophic 
setback for the cause of world revolution gave a 
crucial breathing space to the ruling class, which, 
needless to say, made the most of it. It must be 
admitted that, so far, the bourgeoisie have been 
more adept at drawing lessons from the class 
struggles of this period than the working class. 
Every defeat of the proletariat has enabled an 
ever more concentrated gang of exploiters to refine 
its insidious methods of social domination. 

Only recently have we begun to emerge from 
this prolonged period of counter-revolution. In 
many countries the workers have taken the 
offensive. Prospects of proletarian revolutionare 
once again “in the wind”. Todevelop this offensive, 
to advance it to victory, the revolutionary move- 
ment must make up for lost time, outgrowing the 
sloppy habits of theoretical indolence and evasion 
left over from the legacy of defeat. As always, 
once the workers begin moving AS A CLASS, the 
revolutionaries have to revolutionize themselves 
just to keep up. 
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We who have taken up the surrealist cause) 
are convinced that we are thereby hastening the 
overthrow of capitalism and the emancipation of 
the working class. We contend too that surrealist 
research and activity add appreciably to the 
arsenal of revolutionary thought and action, and 
that the steadily increasing supply of surrealist 
weapons deserves thoughtful considerationby the 
revolutionary movement as a whole. 

6 he AT Marx’s CAPITAL 
~) brought to the critique 
y] of political economy, 
what the Anarchist 
critique has brought to 
our understanding of 
the State and of authori- 
tarian structures gen- 
erally, what Freud’s INTERPRETATION OF 
DREAMS brought to psychology, Andre Breton’s 
SURREALIST MANIFESTO (1924) brought to 
poetry: a return to fundamentals that was at the 
same time a dialectical advance that made all 
turning back impossib'e. Clearing away a vast 
accumulation of ideological mystifications, Breton 
restored to poetry its rightful hegemony over all 
creative activity. “The imagination,” he wrote, 
‘is perhaps about to assert its rights.” 

It was this thoroughgoing re-evaluation of 
poetry that brought the surrealists into the revolu- 
tionary workers’ movement. The practice of poetry 
quickly permitted them to recognize that the con- 
tradiction between the limitless capacities of the 
mind and the misery of everyday life corresponds 
to the contradiction between the productive forces 
and the bourgeois relations of production, which 
in turn is the basis of the irreconcilable antagon- 
ism between proletariat and bourgeoisie. 

“The problem of social action,” Breton wrote, 
“is only one of the forms of a more general 
problem which surrealism set out todeal with, and 
that is THE PROBLEM OF HUMAN EXPRESSION 
IN ALL ITS FORMS.” The surrealists were the 
first to recognize that the systematic degradation 
of language in capitalist society is a function of 
repression, using the term in both its political 
and its psychological sense. With our brutalized 
language, enslaved by the system of commodity 
fetishism, it is increasingly difficult for men and 
women to express their deepest aspirations. In- 
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articulate victims of false consciousness, whose 
real desires remain unconscious, are easy prey 
for ideologies wholly inimical to their genuine 
interests. To bring the repressed into conscious- 
ness, individually as well as socially, is thus a 
prime revolutionary task. And this requires, first 
of all, the LIBERATION OF LANGUAGE from the 
stranglehold of those who use it solelyasa means 
of confusion and manipulation. 

The liberation of language — and of all signs 
by which human communication is effected — is 
the point of departure for the surrealist revolu- 
tion, Surrealist poems, paintings, sculptures, 
and films disrupt the stifling conventions of the 
“Reality Principle’. Surrealism tears away the 
words and images used by the class enemy to 
demoralize us; it subverts these words and 
images, reassembles them, and distorts them 
according to desire. These poems, images, and 
objects allow us to reach beyond the “possible”. 
They exert a special and disquieting fascination. 
Precipitates of dreams, they inspire new kinds of 
POETIC ACTION, which in turn prefigures a new 
life: a surrealist life. 

The struggle for what Philip Lamantia has 
called the ‘“disalienation of humanity with its 
language” is a crucial component of the more 
general struggle against what Breton designated 
miserabilism: the summation of all ideological 
excrescences of the ‘accumulation of misery” 
that theorists as varied as Fourier, Marx and 
Bakunin correlated with the accumulation of 
capital. Tracing it historically as “the offspring 
of the perfect coupling of those two vermin, 
Hitlerite fascism and Stalinism”, Breton des- 
cribed its essence as “the depreciation of reality 
in place of its exaltation”. Miserabilism is, in 
Short, the rationalization of human misery in the 
epoch of capitalist decline. 

All forms of surrealist research— from 
automatic writing to the “exquisite corpse” game, 
from collage to photomorph, from black humor to 
the interrogation of objective chance— help 
destroy the network of miserabilist abstractions 
(god, family, fatherland) used by the ruling class 


j} to divert the miserable from their misery. Against 
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all varieties of miserabilism, surrealism cham- 

pions the poetic Marvelous, the IMAGINARY trium- 

phantly tending toward realization. A 
Against the exploitive and corrupted “reason” 
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of the bosses and bureaucrats, surrealism defends 
the sovereignty of desire. In concretizing the 
irrational, surrealism reveals thedecisive break- 
ing points in the repressive edifice, thus helping 
to bring the crisis of consciousness— as well as 
the consciousness of crisis-~ into broad daylight. 


ism is ‘‘inaccessible’’ to working 
people— that its preoccupations are 
“remote” from theirs. It is true that 
wage slavery severely limits the in- 
tellectual and cultural growth of the 
working class; indeed, that is a major 
reason for abolishing the whole rotten 
system. Ceaselessly subjected to bourgeois propa- 
ganda, most workers remain reticent in matters 
of “culture®— seeing themselves, toa great extent, 
as their exploiters want them to see themselves. 

Surrealist efforts to discredit and destroy 
bourgeois ideology and its built-in cultural snob- 
bery help free the working class of their illusions 
and fears— help them develop their self-confidence 
as the only class that can build a better world. It 
is a remarkable fact, meanwhile, that the genuinely 
creative efforts of the workers themselves almost 
invariably are surrealist in essence— such as 
Samuel Greenberg’s radiant poems, T-Bone Slim’s 
wild wordplay inthe old IWW press, Simon Rodia’s 
Watts Towers, and the entire splendid tradition 
of blues and jazz. Most assuredly, the barriers 


dividing poetry and the proletariat are being as- 
saulted from both sides. 


It is significant too that, unlike the snotty 
minions of ‘*highbrow” Culture, the surrealists 
readily recognize themselves and their aspira- 
tions in many exceptional currents of POPULAR 
CULTURE: in comics from Krazy Kat to Pogo; 
in Buster Keaton and Marx Brothers films; in Tex 
Avery’s animated cartoons. Inasmuch as some 
leading authorities on seriousness have accused 
us of not being serious, I want to stress that Iam 
definitely not joking when I say that thereis much 
to be learned--- even, or perhaps I should say 
ESPECIALLY, by revolutionaries— from Harpo 
Marx, The Shadow, Smokey Stover, and Bugs 
Bunny. 

Aware of the urgent need for the TOTAL trans- 
formation of the world, surrealists support every 
revolutionary movement against the existing order 
of things. In every major social struggle from 
1924 to the present day, they have fought on the 
side of the workers— the side of human freedom. 

No other intellectual or artistic current has 
anything even faintly resembling the surrealists’ 
political record. They denounced the French war 
against the Rif tribesmen in Morocco; they joined 
the proletarian rioters protesting the execution of 
Sacco and Vanzetti; they excoriated the notorious 


‘Scottsboro frame-up; they publicly applauded a 


wave of church-burning by Spanish workers in 
1931. As the Spanish Revolution developed, they 
identified themselves with it body and soul; many 
of them fought in the workers’ militia during the 
civil war. 

Very early they pointed out the threat of 
fascism, but never fell for the demagogic slogan 
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«Fascism versus Democracy”, always insisting to 
the contrary that fascism could truly be defeated 
only by proletarian revolution. They took up the 
cause of the Vietnamese, the Algerians, and other 
victims of imperialist aggression. They hailed the 
uprising of workers’ councils in Hungary in 1956. 
Everyone has noted that the slogans on the walls of 
Paris during the General Strike of May-June ’68 
were surrealist-inspired; many, indeed, were 
direct quotations from Breton and his comrades. 

The surrealists’ militant class orientationhas 
been enhanced by their no less militant poetic 
praxis, which in turn has deepened their sensitive- 
ness to the special problems of all oppressed 
minorities. Breton argued, for example, that sur- 
realism was the culmination of a long historic 
process “tending to give women a greater and 
greater share in things”. What other creative 
current of our time has had so many outstanding 
women figures as surrealism? 

Similarly, the surrealists’ war against the 
stultifying dead weight of bourgeois Christian 
European culture made them passionately alert to 
the revolutionary tremors running through the non- 
white world. By the 1940s many of the leading 
surrealist poets, painters, and theorists were 
black. 

Always in the forefront in the struggle against 
anti-Semitism, surrealists share a particularly 
deep interest in, and sympathy for, the powerful 
tradition of Yiddish poetry. 

The enduring and fertile activity of the move- 
ment in Japan, in Eastern Europe, in the Carib- 
bean, in Mexico, and in the Arab countries, is 
further proof that the surrealist voice never has 
ceased to find richly responsive echoes beyond the 
barriers of language and national culture. 

We should emphasize, finally, the profound 
affinities the surrealists have always felt for the 
primal peoples of the earth— the tribal societies 
of Africa, Oceania, and the Americas, These 
societies had, and still have, much that civiliza- 
tion has lost; much that we must regain if life is 
to continue on this earth. 


HE surrealist international 
has experienced a notable 
resurgence in the last dec- 
ade. The 1976 World Sur- 
realist Exhibition in Chicago 
was the largest collective 
manifestation in the history 
of the movement, featuring 
some 600 works by nearly 150 active surrealists 
from 31 countries. 

This world surrealist resurgence, inseparable 
from the world resurgence of the revolutionary 
proletariat, is evident in the formation of new 
groups, the proliferation of important surrealist 
works, an overall expansion of experimentation 
and research. The last few years also have wit- 
nessed an increase in surrealist direct action. It 
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is not a boast but a plain fact that no group of 
American artists and poets has been dragged off 
in the paddy wagons as much asthe surrealists. It 
also seems to be true that surrealism is increas- 
ingly viewed as Public Enemy Number One by the 
literary/artistic establishment in this country. 

The renewal of surrealist agitation has had 
important results. It has helped break down the 
long conspiracy of silence against our movement. 
Once again surrealism is regarded as “newS- 
worthy”. Leading art critics and book-reviewers, 
not to mention gossip columnists, have begun to 
lie about us in the daily papers, thus demonstrat- 
ing to a wide public that surrealism exists as a 
vital oppositional force. Moreover, the delightful 
slanders directed at us by the false poets, and the 
shrill outcries against us by the lickspittle cus- 
todians of cultural “law ’n’ order”, provide what 
we cannot help but regard as a highly appropriate 
background against which to open a dialogue with 
comrades belonging to other revolutionary ten- 
dencies. 

Unlike ephemeral “schools” such as futurism 
and dadaism, surrealism represents a historic 
achievement that is, in every sense, EPOCHAL 
and GLOBAL. The surrealist revolution super- 
sedes the alienated forms of “art”. Poetry begins 
to pass over into everyday life, preparing the way 
for a non-repressive civilization. 

Shelley affirmed in his DEFENSE OF POETRY 
that “in the infancy of society’— that is, in the 
epoch of primitive communism— “every author 
is necessarily a poet, because language itself is 
poetry.” The surrealist evidence suggests that all 
will again be poets in the classless society of the 
future. Language, imagination, love anddreams— 
like the proletariat— have nothing to lose but their 
chains; they have a world to win. 

Surrealist revolution unifies all efforts to 
vanquish the unlivable by realizing the desirable. 
All revolutionaries may not consider themselves 
surrealists, but that does not alter this basic 
truth: All that is revolutionary is surrealist, and 
all that is surrealist is revolutionary. 
ae Nee a a ae e ene ae 


For more information on Surrealism, write to 
F. Rosemont at 1726 W. Jarvis, Chicago, 60626. 


Hal RAMMEL: ink drawing 
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AROUND AND ABOUT 


By y I. P. Yba rra 


RUSH THE INFAMOUS THING! This 
snarl of revolt, long ago prompted 
by religion, is the slogan I wish 
everybody would hurl toward a foul, 
FOUL abuse prevalent in modern 

- society: landlordism. I’ve previously 
discussed this practice* and noted how landlordism 
putrefies the very atmosphere of life, by imposing 
a DEBT THAT CAN NEVER BE PAID. I’ve exam- 
ined how this burden penalizes those who had the 
disadvantage to be born later than others; how it 
compels subservient attitudes in “tenants? and 
therefore caters to the interests of an UN-free 
society. My remarks, however, barely scratched 
the surface of the psychological cesspool of the 
landlords themselves. 

The fact of a person’s acting to bully, harass, 
and worry others is of consequence not only for 
its bearing on the victims, but for the depths of 
malignant callousness it, pours into the psyche 
of such criminals. That tastelessness, ignorance, 
and oafish busybodyism are common traits in 
landlords, will have been observed by anyone 
who has ever had the misfortune to have to 
rent a dwelling-place. While some rare in- 
dividual may escape complete depravity, though 
acting as a landlord, the general rule holds 
frequently enough to illuminate the unmistak- 
able conclusion. 

Since publications of tendencies or groups 
express the common denominators of behav- 
ior, attitudes, and opinion shared by the 
constituency, it may be worthwhile for the 
renter and non-renter alike to glance at a 
periodical called “The National Landlord”, 
issued by the National Association of Land- 
lords in Washington, D.C. 

The first thing that forcibly strikes the 
eye on gazing at this tabloidis the complete 
artistic degradation of the written word. 
This is, before anything else, possibly the 
most unattractive periodical one is likely 
to ever see. Heavy black lines, clip-art 
graphics, jumbled illustrations, frequent 


muddy borders of eagles and stars, blar- os \_& 


ing headlines an inch-and-a-half tall that 
say only such fragments as “RENTS” or 
*WILL” vie with gigantic exclamation marks and 
white-on-black reverses to create a hodgepodge 
that cannot be the product of a reflective and ad- 
vanced intelligence. Screeching disorder and 


*In RENT: AN INJUSTICE (soon to be reprinted as pu’? 
of The Match Pamphlet series). 


Strident typographical cacophony combine with an 
ignorantly-written text to produce, on paper, a 
replica of the disagreeable mentality of the 
writers and editors as well as their intended 
audience— other landlords. The appearance of 
the issuance and its disconcerting ugliness are 
so abnormally striking that to mention the fact 
is almost obligatory, and is certainly not a variety 
of “ad hominem” attack. Confusion in print is 
probably the result of actual confusion; likewise 
tastelessness and mental impoverishment. Large 
interior slogans in a periodical, where there is 
not even the rationale of a potential reader’s see- 
ing them from a distance on a news rack, simply 
indicate an irrepressible desire to shout... and to 
be obeyed. 

Style of what’s being said is just as flat, 
stupid-sounding, and graceless; we read: “It is 


real dumb to operate your businessina haphazard 
way.” This is on page 13; ironically, on page 9 
a filler reads: 


“Be smart— Develop intellectual 
curiosity and there’s almost no 
boundary you 


Typical jumbled IIlustration from 
“The National Landlord”. Yes, you can 
be wealthy— by robbing PRODUCTIVE people. 
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can’t reach.” (The filler is one of anumber in the 
paper, ranging from such profundities as “Your 
success depends on you,” to “Remember this, 
fellow landlords: DO buy one house or morea year 
for the next five years.”) 

Nowhere in this publication is there the slight- 
est hint of discussion about rightness or wrong- 
ness of making a controlled commodity out of 
a necessary prerequisite to human life. Instead, 
landlordism is seen as the opportunity of the 
century; by juggling “mortgages”, “credit”, and 
“contracts”, an individual who already hasaplace 
to live can seize yet another home that is on the 
“market”, can provide a “down payment” out of 
money collected by the process of extorting rents 
from other individuals who need a roof over their 
heads, and from this base can look forward to 
being repaid FOREVER, though the payments by 
renters total hundreds or even thousands of times 
the initial “investment”. Thus a “profit” that 
generates at the expense of persons who had not 
that first lump-sum— a profit that arises with 
no creative or productive effort whatsoever. 

Landlordism actually adds nothing to the 
world in the sense of bringing into being, through 
WORK, something that wasn’t existent before. It 
is merely a legalized swindle which prevents 
small periodic amounts of money taken in by a 
wage-earner from ever adding up to the potency 
of their mathematical equal, so that ten-thousand 
dollars possessed by the landlord at a single 
moment, can produce lifelong obligations to him 
among the class of persons whose status allows 
ownership of perhaps one hundred dollars at one 
instant. Not surprisingly, the class of parasites 
on humanity reaps such succulent rewards from 
this practice that ownership of private dwellings 
falls, every year in an increasing portion, into 
the hands of non-dwellers who compel tribute from 
others, while feeling authorized at the same time 
to lay down conditions by which these subordinates 
are to live. 

“Basically there are two types of people, 
leaders and followers,” the National Landlord 
states. “You must decide which you intend to be. 
The difference in compensation and life style is 
vast. The follower cannot expect the riches to 
which a leader is entitled.” This from some 
robber, some non-working “investor”, some man- 
ipulator of inherited wealth! The fascistic phil- 
osophy of the landlord is fully exhibited in this 
statement as it arrogantly assumes the proper 
superiority of an occupation that draws the worst 
men and women to its ranks. 


In other articles, the National Landlord dis- 
cusses legal tactics to carry out against tenants; 
offhandedly remarks on the “numerous” evictions 
that are routine throughout the year, and gloats 
over a court ruling that allowed a landlord to use 


the excuse of a woman’s divorce and subsequent | 


living with another man, to evict her (evictions 
are a source of income second only to rent itself 
for a landlord, since eviction “for cause” is a 
prime opportunity for landlords to retain for 
themselves all the “deposit” money tendered by 
the tenants, as well as to collect more from the 
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next ones). 

The slogan of the National Association of Land- 
lords, as shown in the tabloid, is “We shelter 
you America®”. The truth of the matter is, however, 
that landlords shelter no one, while in fact the 
LAW shelters THEM... from the immediate ex- 
propriation that would occur if there were not 
force of gun and jail to back up this phoney, 
abusive, so-called property-right. 

No one has a right to extort rents anymore 
than he or she has a right to blackmail a person. 
A few “social reformers”, who have been in a 
quandary about rents and the like, have acted as 
if the “rights” of landlords should still be respect- 
ed even while doing away with the basic practice; 
and in this their irresolution is clearest. Land- 
lords have no rights— they forfeit them by en- 
gaging in a criminal enterprise, for which seizure 
of dwellings by those who actually live in them, 
and complete discontinuance of paying of “rents”, 
are the only remedies. 


ORCE backs up every injustice; 
otherwise the victims would never 
stand for it. And the force of govern- 
ments is always, ultimately, the 
POLICE force. Indicating with what 
————----! fear the controllers regard their 
subjects, is the multiplicity of agencies into which 
police are branched; local, state, sheriff’s depart- 
ment, Department of Public Safety, Tactical 
Squadrons, etc. One of the most nakedly forceful, 
which hardly keeps up the pretense of existing to 
“assist” the public at all, is the celebrated 
SWAT unit, a local arm of which I happened to 
observe at close range a few nights ago. 

SWAT’s acronym, they tell us, stands for 
Special Weapons and Tactics, but in all the com- 
mentary yet produced about SWAT teams, nobody 
has said a word about the psychology of naming a 
police (“protection”) platoon after a forceful verb 
that means the offhand killing of a fly. “SWAT”, 
I’d bet, is one of those abbreviations where the 
final word itself came first and the phrase that 
fills in against its four letters got thought up 
afterwards. One sees a picture of various career 
cops tossing ideas back and forth, trying to 
christen an intended unit to be equipped with 
tear-gas, machine guns, helicopters, flame- 
throwers, bazookas, electric nets, full combat 
camouflage outfits, and a license to kill anyone 
who gets in their way: 

“How about... uh, KILL? That could stand for, 
ummm, let’s see, ‘Keeping Individual Lawbreakers 
Low’...” 

“Naw. It’s too long. Also it’d look bad on us 
and the press would giveusa hardtime for a name 
like that. We’d have people calling us KILLers. 
No. Now how about ‘CRUSH’? That could stand 
for something like ‘Curb Radicals Using Special 
Haste’.” 

“Harry, I think the concept is close to what 
we’re looking for, but still a little too clumsy. 
I like ‘Special’, though... ‘Special, special...’ 
What starts with S? SWAT! Swat the bastards! 
We could use that— uh, Special...” 

«,..Weapons and Tactics!” 
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Anyhow, SWAT came into being, and however 
it came, there is more truth to be seen in the 
disdain the word shows right on its face, than in 
any quantity of self-serving publicity it releases. 

It was about 9:30 in the evening when the 
Police invaded my neighborhood. First indication 
was a heavy knock at the door— “Police. Get 
your lights out and move totheback of the house.” 
In the dark we watched soldiers, bulging with 
ammunition belts, deploying onto porches and 
Sidewalks all along the street. By 10:15 the whole 
area was plunged into blackness and silence, 
traffic being cordoned off at both ends of the block, 
and the moon absent on the other side of the earth. 
TV and radio whisper a succession of voices and 
music as we tune across the bands, but nothing 
about the execution squad closing in; “Magnum,” 
on channel 13, stalks Hawaiian murderers to 
Shivery music, while two clicks over, the network’s 
“Master of Ballantré” grinds through depths of 
dramatic triteness. 

We leave the door open— the night iswarm— 
and watch through the screen. Shadows waver 
across yards, and flit behind parked cars. Soon 
the dog has to go out; not wanting him to get shot, 
I go out too, keeping him ona leash. A quiet minute 
foes by, then a figure pops up next door: “Git! 
Go back in! Stay down!” 

“Oh? And why?” I inquire. 

“JUST GO BACK!” 

“You know, ’?m on my own property. I’d also 
like to have some information about what’s going 
on before I blindly follow orders.” 

The cop relents a little: “We havea dangerous 
Situation across the street, an armed individual. 
We’re ordering everyone to stay indoors.” 

“Sounds to me,” I remark, “as if you were 
about to execute some innocent person.” No time 
for a response; at this point my companion darts 
out of the side door and drags me back in, dog 
and all. 

The evening wears on slowly. The phone still 
works but no one I know is home. Through the 
Screen door we still see the dim scurry of faint 
blackness against the patterned dark outside, 
Starlight occasionally showing up a protruding 
gun barrel. Under view of binoculars, the scene 
brightens enough to spot dozens of creeping men 
-—three are hiding behind my car, resting carbines 
aimed at the sole window on the block showing a 
light. From time to time the sound drifts in of 
eager cocking and uncocking of guns; a walkie- 
talkie crackles enigmatically at a distance: “... 
and gas masks...” “Prepare... over a little.” 
(Male voice:) “Mumble, mumble;” (female voice 
Over speaker:) “Permission only if... reason. 
What is your.....2?” 

“Ask permission... mumble, mumble.” 

“We can... permission, but we need...garble.” 
Shots ring out, a heavy boom and a snapping bang; 
we count twelve in quick succession. 

Nothing seems to change, and silence settles 
back down. Another hour creeps past, still nothing 
to indicate what’s going on. Half a dozen men with 
rifles shamble up the sidewalk into our yard, 
now and then pointing their weapons at the lighted 
window of the surrounded house. Finally the 
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telephone jangles in the quiet and I grab the re- 
ceiver; it is a writer calling long-distance to 
discuss his upcoming article for The Match. A 
rush of trampling feet halts just outside the 
window, mills around for an instant, then vanishes 
into the night. 


Y MIDNIGHT, the cops were dying 
to blast someone. Half of them 
were lying on the ground, in dog- 
shit I hoped, guns trained on the 
neighboring house. Another call 
came, now from a friend here in 
town I’d phoned earlier, leaving a message on his 
answering machine. He sets up his police-band 
radio by the instrument and plays SWAT con- 
versations over the line, giving us the first 
information of the evening, which turns out later 
to be, however, completely false: the guy across 
the street is holding his son hostage; has a gun. 
Cops and SWAT teams are poised to kill him 
with snipers, or make a rush on the house. More 
minutes slip past, and at length the chilly damp 
seems to pull some joy out of the game. A cop 
goes around with coffee, and by 1:00 o’clock 
the men are fidgeting with desire to go to the 
bathroom. At 2:00 o’clock they’re still there, 
and the TV stations have gone off the air. The 
dreariest part of the day settles depressively in, 
and still the light burns across the street. Then, 
all at once, it’s gone. The “terrorist” has gone 
to bed. At three, the dozens of police limp stiffly 
out of yards, porchlights turn back on, and another 
neighborhood has been made safe once once more. 
Finally the news comes out-—— there was no 
hostage, no danger. Our neighbor had called a 
television newswoman to complain about something 
while in a drunken condition. His making some 
statement about “shooting anybody who busted into 
his house” prompted this professional, instead of 
hanging up, to blow up the affair into a huge 
news event, calling in police from all over the 
city. Negotiators tried to “deal with? the drunk 
over the phone, tried to convince him to come out 
and surrender to police, but he refused. He simply 
stayed in his home and waited, and after means 
of provoking him to violence had failed, the armed 
thugs were compelled to pack up and leave. 
Showing how flimsy were the circumstances 
leading to this almost-battle, no. charges were 
filed, no cops ever came back, and our neighbor, 
who luckily never appeared at his kitchen window, 
escaped being gunned down by the waiting snipers. 
This extreme over-reaction, so germane to 
the entire attitude of the state, shows to what 
extent “protection” of society has turned into 
domination. Government is not reason; it is not 
eloquence; it is force— as Géorge Washington 
remarked. More than just force, it is HYSTERIA. 
The shrieking madness comes on in waves at 
the slightest provocation; the arrogance of power 
and the boredom of wage-work plead for whatever 
affords excitement and variation from routine. 
A chance to USE the weapons and gas-masks! 
The next morning there was nothing left of 
them but a crumpled cigarette package in the yard. 
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XI. Are You Listening, Col. Clifford? 


ISILLUSIONMENT with the uni- 
Hversity was a bitter pill. Maybe 
¥this was the real education one 
got in college-— or was it naive 
; oat not to know from the very outset 
DADA 4 that institutions have no ethics? 
wt woe M7So English-class essays stood 
Sh eats review of a Military Science 
ED) snoop- service! Not only my body 
BSS put my writing too was at drill. 

While : hup-hupped, ha-bout faced, marched— or 
excuse me, “harched” — fo’- waadand back, chant- 
ing slogans about pussies, faggots, tigers, mother- 
fucking, and good-morning-to-you-sir, SIR, SIR}, 
the junk that spewed out of my typewriter was 
supposed to stand up on its little legs, puff out its 
stout little chest, and salute the American flag 
for fifteen minutes at a time as the lugubrious 
Star-Spangled Banner whined on and on and the 
blood drained out of nerveless fingers held just 
above the eyebrow. No, Sir! What?! NO, SIR! 
WHAT?!! NO, YOU DESPICABLE ASSHOLES! 
You may get me HERE, but you don’t get ME. My 
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freedom to hate you openly may be nonexistent, 
and my mouth may chokeonthe words Yes Sir, but 
inside there is a voice you don’t control. For a 
moment I feel brave and indomitable until the 
futility of purely mental resistance slams home. 
All of a sudden it dawns on me what freedom to 
think actually is: goddamned little. 

Try saying something about your thoughts! 
Not even the university, that snooty bastion of 
mind that somebody is always tweeting the horns 
about, lets free thinking have expression. The 
university’s sickeningly chirped-about openness 
was less substantial than a bubble; the institution 
worked like a business, and what it sold was 
illusion—- all the bright colors reflecting from its 
surface vanished at the slightest effort to touch 
them. 

The end of the academic year was now in 
sight, bringing with it the drudgery and phoniness 
of term-papers and tests, more pointless activities 
that have absolutely nothing to do with learning. 
By now running seriously low on cash, I churned 
out assignments at $10 each for harried men on 
my wing of Cochise Hall, second floor. What did 
I know about the subjects? —-Absolutely nothing. 
Nobody did; that wasn’t the 
point. One guy who heard Iwas 
good at this sort of thing came 
to my room one night with some 
incredibly meaningless notes 
on “Epiphanies in James Joyce*. 
His problem was the eye - 
goggling task of fusing this crap 
into gold by next morning. 


“First off,” I asked, “what 
in hell are ‘epiphanies’?” A 
pitiful scrap of Eezerase paper 
flopped out of the guy’s hand 
onto my study table, and I 
ogled a hash of gobbledegook 
that would have floored Ein- 
stein. I swam through it, 
chuckling like a maniac. “Look, 
this doesn’t say a fucking 
thing. Just tell me exactly 
what an epiphany is and we'll 
go from there.” 

“Shit! How do I know? If 
you want to know the truth I 
don’t have the slightest idea. 
You know how it is—- it’s just 
some horseshit English teach- 
ers make up. Nobody knows 
what an epiphany is; nobody 
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cares, either. And I myself probably care less 
than anybody. So can you do it?” 

«,..Yeah. I guess so. Drop off a couple of 
Joyce’s books for me, will you?* I went back 
to the Eezerase paper and was still gazing at it 
fruitlessly when the door opened up again and 
a hand reached in. Two mighty volumes sailed 
across the room and struck flat against the wall 
with a jar that almost brought down the whole 
building. ’?d never read Joyce before. This was 
the material... As footsteps faded down the hall 
and a voice drifted back murmuring, “Thanks; 
see you later!”, I stared for the first time in real 
horror at the impenetrable morass of “Portrait” 
and the ponderous “Ulysses”. Holy christ—~ I 
couldn’t read this stuff by tomorrow; I couldn’t 
read this by next YEAR. And epiphanies— what 
were they? 

It was precisely at this moment that a basic 
feature of life revealed itself to meinall its awful 
intensity— a human truth so staggering that it 
was literally years before I credited it altogether, 
long years before I ceased to wave the Diogenes 
Lantern everywhere in futile quest for exceptions. 
What I suddenly realized was, you could lead a 
horse to water and you could make him drink. 
It didn’t even have to be water; you could make 
him drink gasoline. You just had to convince him, 
first, that every other horse on the planet was 
Slopping thirstily at the trough. Once you beat the 
thought into his little mind that he should do what 
everybody else did, he’d do anything under the 
sun. Well, maybe you couldn’t do it with horses, 
but you sure could with human beings, who were 
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stupider still. The university was, in large part, 
@ monument to this fact: people scurried around 
performing work of absolutely no utility, because 
they were afraid to mention the plain realization 
that it was useless. They read —or pretended to 
read— books that none of them liked, rather than 
risk derision for admitting that to their way of 
thinking (which was the way of thinking of far 
more of their fellows than they could possibly 
imagine), what they read was boring and un- 
readable. Papers were being written on “Epi- 
phanies in James Joyce”! As if this were of such 
magnificent interest that its exploration REALLY 
Occupied any alert intelligence. 

No one, of course, would ever admit that this 
Was so. Everybody thought that everybody else 
derived great satisfaction from things that were 
actually dull to the very last degree. Even when 
Some few of the mass of students admitted to each 
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other that they found such-and-such a work 
to be not worth considering, the picture they still 
held up was of their teachers possessing real 
excitement for the material, truly READING it, . 
relaxing with it at home. In reality, probably no 
one ever read certain books; they were “required” 
because someone required them to require them. 

The paper on epiphanies immediately took on 
stature as a proof to me that my theory was 
correct. I knew I could never stand to read 
Joyce’s books, at least not without some marvelous 
extra incentive, and therefore I was either right 
or I was an inferior species alongside the bril- 
liant minds who did appreciate such stuff. 

I didn’t even bother to look up “epiphanies” in 
the dictionary; that might have influenced me to 
treat the task as more — or less—than an 
absurdity. The paper I turned out for the guy down 
the hall was done by midnight, and the typing was 
what took the longest. I gabbled the same opaque 
prose that I knew would hypnotise ME, and set it 
out with footnotes that led to meaningless sen- 
tences. And I got— or rather, HE got—a B-plus 
on the job, with a pencilled-in comment: “Fas- 


cinating point of view, but could stand more 
preciseness.” 


fa}i Y OWN course-work, though pushed 
M| into odd corners by everything else, 
suffered only slightly from my lack 
of attention. By now [Pd divided up 
what I had to study into two categor- 
ies: real courses, and bunk. Real 
meant science and foreign language, both of which 
involved actual bodies of knowledge that could be 
learned and had some relationship to people and 
things. Bunk courses were all the so-called social 
sciences— psychology, sociology, anthropology, 
and English — each consisting ofa fabricated body 
of non-knowledge expressed in standard jargon. 
The former set out clearly what you had to know, 
and you learned it; the latter could not possibly be 
learned since they had no point of view and nobody 
had any way to agree on truth or nonsense in 
them. Passing a “real” course meant, simply, 
remaining alert, whereas getting through the bunk 
was a matter of luck and skill at saying nothing 
so incomprehensibly that instructors thought they 
saw an echo of their own muddled beliefs. The 
Dean’s List carried my name both semesters with 
a perfect grade average on a full 36 units of 


Still fascinated with technology, even if burned 
out on my beloved electronics, I selected physics 
as fulfillment of the science-requirement. It was 
in this course that I learned to stop taking notes 
and concentrate directly on lectures. The amphi- 
theatre where Physics Lecture was given sloped 
in such a way that anyone at the far back, where I 
was, could look down and see rows and tiers of 
students writing at their desks. One morning our 
lecturer, in describing wave-forms, drew a simple 
sine-wave on the blackboard and noted its curva- 
ture and regularity; then a square-wave, etc. This 
being a reiteration of extremely basic material 
that I already knew, I stopped taking notes and 
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looked downward and outward at the rows of busy 
hands writing at their desks, reproducing what 
was being drawn on the board. Here is a sine- 
wave; the square-wave looks like this... Then: 
“And an example of a totally irregular wave-form, 
of course, would be something like this~” The 
lecturer scribbled a jagged group of lines without 
thinking about it, and hand after hand wastracing, 
on lined notebook paper, an exact reproduction. 
This completely summed up, for me, the idiocy of 
rote-education, and I closed my notebook and 
never after that attempted to do anything besides 
listen to and understand what was being said. 

But while the approaching end of the academic 
year signalled an onslaught of bunk-course paper- 
drivel (not to mention serious exams and assign- 
ments for real classes), the date loomed like a 
shadowy number 50 on the ROTC demerit scale 
for one “cadet”. I knew there wasn’t a thing I 
could do aboutit; the demerits trickled down like 
sand in an hourglass, and my posted 18 swelled 
pregnantly. 

Greater and greater amounts of time fell 
victim to the ROTC occupation. It marched into 
every spare hour, pushing and commanding; its 
paltry two units of course credit backed by its 
required status and the certainty of conscription 
for anyone who flunked. I polished brass collar- 
pins, spit-shined the shoes, sat for endless 
haircuts, pressed the uniform... Still demerits 
knelled. We’d line up outside Old Main and stand 
at severe attention as Bonnie and some automaton 
cadet “officer” from third- or fourth-year ROTC 
stalked slowly past, sticking their noses in our 
faces and, at least in my case, invariably noting 
down some highly debatable fault. I might have 
picked up my starched uniform at Varsity Clean- 
ers (a company that made fortunes off mandatory 
ROTC) only an hour before, but now Id hear of 
demerits against my “unpressed” shirt. Already 
I was asking for extra starch, even though the 
normal amount put in was really extra in any 
reasonable sense. Uniforms contained so much 
starch that they ceased to work the way clothing 
is supposed to in warding off cold; they were in- 
stead like cold, chitinous exoskeletons. My pants 
would stand up all by themselves; I didn’t even 
need to be in them. With the uniform on and 
freshly starched, you could move around freely 
inside and the khaki stayed completely still. It 
was like being inside a statue; the fabric hada 
plastic shine. I don’t know why they didn’t just 
manufacture the uniforms out of linoleum and 
be done with it. 

Also, as the year ended, ROTC instructors 
had to make up for lost time and present all the 
military-history and so forth that they’d neglected 
in favor of Crispy Critters jokes and riddles 
like How Do You Fuck a Gook. Military-history 
“lectures” consisted of Sgt. Bonnie, his shoes 
squeaking the ancient hardwood floorboards, turn- 
ing from lectern to blackboard, blackboard to 
lectern, reading aloud from the ROTC manual on 
history and writing down extracts in chalk. We 
all had the same manual, a standard issue, and 
could certainly read the words for ourselves, but 
the farce dragged on. “Now, uh, Hannibal’s sweep 


~in THE MATCH ! : sere 


WINTER, 1983-84 


through Italy was the first example of rapid 
deployment which we’d accomplish today by using 
tanks or airplanes. Of course they didn’t have 
tanks an’ planes in, uh, 210... make that 216 BC, 
gentlemen. What did they have? Mr. Rickman?” 

“Elephants, sir.” 

“«That’s right, Mr. Rickman. That’s exactly what 
that Hannibal did have. I mean, he couldn’t ride 
his ASS over the Alps, could he?” Snickers. 

“Rapid deployment, gentlemen, enabled Hanni- 
bal to win the battle of , uh, Canny... make that 
Cannae, gentlemen, in 216 BC. I think you’ll need 
to know this information, so I suggest taking it 
down.” He turns to the board, writes, CANNEA, 
216 BC, HANNIBLE VICT. Pens scratch tiredly. 

“Now in these classic battles... Gentlemen, 
what?d I just say? I thought I said I suggested — 
taking this information down. Back there— at the 
back-—— you—-” Bonnie’s chin jutted in my direc- 
tion. “You-—*” (he knew my name) “—stand.” 

Heads craned around. 

I got to my feet beside the desk. 

“I don’t notice you taking any notes, mister. 
Why not? Are you too smart for us here, already 
know the material?” 

“J rarely take notes, sir; my practice is to 
concentrate on the material asit’s presented.” 

“You ‘CONCENTRATE’ on the material. Well, 
that’s very inter-esting. Didn’t you hear me say 
to take this down?” 

“I wasn’t aware it was an order, sir.” 

“Well, it was. I want you to see me after 
class. Be seated. Now, gentlemen, where was I?” 

Three demerits for failure to take notes, 


T was George who pointed out that 
fate was fate— if they were going 
flunk me on demerits I may as well 
resign myself to it. The spiffiest 
uniform on earth had SOME wrinkles. 
Still, I noticed, he spent over an 
hour working on his belt buckle alone; it was no 
longer bright but couldn’t be polished without 
removing the lacquer over it, so he invested 
several dollars in acetone and Brasso and ended 
up with a belt-buckle you could spot from three- 
hundred yards. Now THERE’S an advantage in 
combat... Now, though, without the lacquer, the 
buckle had to be shined twice a day and you had to 
wear gloves while fastening it. 

I still wondered, though, why they didn’t just 
hit me all at once with enough points to resolve 
matters on the spot. Why the charade? Was there 
a POSSIBILITY I’d make it? 

The huge ROTC battalion-drill was coming up, 
and inspection for it promised no quarter. The 
night before, I worked on my uniform for six 
hours, and I’d had a haircut that afternoon. George 
and I buffed our shoes with cotton pads, gently, 
delicately, for hours. We dissolved the lacquer 
on hat-brass and polished every cranny ofthe cast 
eagle with toothbrushes. We had our belts dry- 
cleaned, took lint off the ROTC hats with scotch 
tape. We used spray-starch and metal straight- 
edges with our irons to eliminate micro-imperfec- 
tions in the Varsity Cleaners job on our uniforms. 
We pored over the regulations to make sure we 
hadn’t overlooked some directive; there were dates 
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listed for conversion to summer uniforms (short 
sleeves), for wearing or stopping wearing field- 
jackets, etc. Pd already run afoul of one of these 
at drill sometime around April 12— the morning 
was cold and foggy and it had been raining all 
night, so I showed up at 7:40 drill wearing the 
field-jacket and was ordered to take it off. Regs 
said no field-jackets after April 10. In Fall the 
discomfort was just as bad, with no choice but to 
put on jackets after October 1; then cometh a hot 
afternoon... 

We talked about ROTC for a long time and 
George wondered if I was sorry I’d written the 
essay. Of course I was sorry; it sure hadn’t done 
me any good. Jenkins knew that I knew, too, and 
I never spoke to her again. It wasn’t like it got 
published in the newspaper—- nobody hada chance 
to read it and be influenced; it accomplished 
nothing good and just alerted the Mil. Sci. depart- 
ment as to exactly what they had in their midst. 
No, I should’ve kept quiet. 

“Is that what you’ll always do—keep quiet?” 
asked George. The question hurt. It sent me back 
to the years at the radio station, reading the news- 
casts about student protests and not knowing what 
to think about it all. Yes, I agreed with the pro- 
testers, but what could they hope to accomplish? 
Here they were, in colleges where I’d like to be 
but couldn’t go, and all they were doing was ruin- 
ing their own prospects, getting expelled right and 
left, getting on lists that would keep them from 
ever finding good jobs... 

You really think there are lists?” 

“Sure I do. Don’t you?” 

George capped the brasso can with his thumb 
and shook it to stir up abrasive from the bottom. 
“Well, if there are lists, maybe you’re already 
on one.” 

*For ONE essay!?” 

“Why not? By now maybe the FBI has investi- 
gated your whole background. They could be 
keeping tabs on you.” 

“Hey, maybe the room’s bugged!” 

“Maybe so,” George answered calmly. 

“Hoo, boy!” I said, leaping to my feet. “What 
if we have a hotline to Col. Clifford right here! 
It all goes on tape! It’s all in your file! 

“We've got, a list, we’ve got a little list,” I 
sang. I beat on the wall with my hand. “Are you 
listening, Col.Clifford? I hope you are, you 
motherfucking shithead. Hear me, you decompos- 
ing little worm, you TURD? Oh, I don’t mean to 
offend any of you other ‘GENTLEMEN’ in the 
department, do I, Sgt. Bonnie, you ignorant creep, 
you asshole? Taking notes on this, Shit-Face?” 
I bowed obsequiously: “Oh excuse me, Fart- 
Blossom, SIR; I hope my language isn’t offensive 
to the exquisite sensibilities of refined GENTLE- 
MEN such as yourself. Do I spit in your EYE? 
Why I’m SORRY!! Here, let me sponge you off 
with my dirty handkerchief!” 

“Hey, take it easy. They really might be lis- 
tening, you know.” 

“Those shit-hooks.” 

“Listen, no kidding— keep it down, will you?” 

“Down, hell, you’re right, that’s all I ever do. 
It makes me sick. THEY make me sick. That 
gook must have puked all over Sgt. Bonnie, ’cause 
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I can still smell it everytime Pm in the same 
room with him.” 
“Kent, for chrissake.” 


T INSPECTION, I got eighteen de- 
merits, all at once. They nailed me 
for everything they could think of. 
The day started out cool when I 
got up— 6:00 a.m. Shave, clean up. 
Put the shoes on first; they’re hang- 
ing upside-down in the closet so as not to collect 
dust. Stand on a chair so as not to wrinkle the 
pants while getting them on. Summer uniform, no 
field-jacket; the short sleeves jut out like stubby 
branches from the trunk, making you keep your 
arms out from your sides all the way over to the 
drill field, otherwise the underarms will wrinkle 
too early. Belt straight, gig-line exact to machine 
tolerances, brass streaming with sunlight, hat 
two fingers over one eye. Hair cut down to the 
white sidewalls, face smooth asa magazine cover. 
“Form RANKS! ...Atten-HUT!” It’s pep-talk 
time, then: “Parade, REST!” 
“Now you men, mumble, blah, great pride, 
blah, hoshtlani, shtlatl snortficer Training Corps!” 
“Atten-HUT! Raht FACE! F’waad, HARCH! 
Lelft, lelft, lelft raht lelft; lelft, lelft, lelft raht 
lelft... To the Reah, HARCH! Lelft-flank, HARCH! 
Companee, HALT! Ha-baout, FACE!” 
Accompanied by a sneering little weasel with 
a clip-board, the oafish figure of Col. Clifford 
makes its way onto the field, overweight and fart- 
ing after a heavy breakfast. Ranks of cadets are 
spread by two paces to allow inspection to pro- 
ceed up and down the aisles. A breeze ruffles the 
grass and on the practice football field a block 
away girls are playing softball in an early PE 
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class; now and then a shout carries to us. 

The officer and his assistant pause at each 
man; Hat, face, brass, shirt, gig, pants, shine. 
An occasional remark, a nod, on to the next man. 
A demerit for something, on to the next man. 
On to the next man. The clownish duo draw 
closer, now closer, then stop. “Note this man’s 
name,” Clifford intones. “Demerits: hat not 
straight, two. Brass unshined, two. What’d you 
shave with, Mister— a butter knife? Unshaved, 
two. Name-tag not straight, two. Not at proper 
attitude of attention, either. Get those fingers 
alongside seams in those trousers, Mister! Un- 
satisfactory posture, two. Shoes are dusty, Mis- 
ter! How long you worn these without a shine? 
Two. Hmmm. Totally unsatisfactory cadet, ’m 
sorry to note. Hmph! Needs a haircut, too. Two, 
cadet.” This last to the weasel who was about to 
jot down 2 twice on the last offense. 

“General condition of this man’s uniform, 
poor. Wrinkled and sloppy, four.” 

Leaving the field I requested a written enumera- 
tion of demerits and added it to the figure I 
already knew. Total; 49. 


* * * 


Here on the alley it’s warm and beautiful. No 
trace of the cop cars. A grapevine twines right 
outside my kitchen door; I spend a while dusting 
the bugs off it. 

..Aimless. Funny how even the Project doesn’t 
excite me much anymore— It’s work,is what it 
is, dull fighting in a battle against an enemy too 
massive to give an inch. The people I’m fighting 
seem evil to me, but, on the other hand, most of 
my allies seem like fools. 

The other day I was painting and plastering 
with K., and he jokingly asked, “What would 
you do if the CIA or somebody tried to subvert 
you by sending gorgeous female spies to fuck 
the secrets out of you?” “I’d say,” I shot back, 
“all power to the CIA!” Thinking about that 
later, I realize I’m not completely sure I was 
joking. This is, however, a moral problem of 
regrettably theoretical dimensions only... 

The chain of thought leads me to wonder how 
much of my protest comes from love of so-called 
Humanity, and how much from pure deprivation of 
the good things in life for myself. Whatever the 
case, it’s a moot point; I am the way I am and 
nothing can undo it. Still it would have been 
nice to live in a friendlier world. 

The dreams are almost the worst part. How 
do you escape them? 


XIV. No, Don’t Call; Y ow’ li Hear From 
Us Later 


N the way back to the dormI ran 
into George. He was in a different 
company — the “pussies”, I believe 
——and escaped Col. Clifford’s belch - 
ing visitation. Captain Riordan had 
inspected George’s outfit without 
untoward incident. “How’d it go?” George asked. 

“Oh, fine,” I replied. “You get any demerits?” 


“Are you kidding? Let me remind you, I worked 
on my uniform for seven hours last night.” 

“Oh, yeah, I forgot. Must’ve been that last 
hour that did it.” 

“Why? You weren’t marked down for anything, 
were you?” 

“Naw. Only 18 demerits.” I waved the green 
slip. 

George looked stunned. “Clifford did this? That 
fucking prick! I can’t believe it. Man, there’s 
nothing wrong with this uniform. The only thing I 
can see at all is maybe this wrinkle where your 
shirt’s tucked in.” 

“No shit; he missed a spot. That’s two more 
demerits easy. Oh, I think I forgot to scrub my 
colon, too. I better go back.” 

We walked into Cochise and found Rodney 
Graves and Paul Masugo heading for their own 
room, still in uniform. Paul whistled at the news. 
“Wow, 49 demerits.” 

“Yes, I was there,” said Rodney. “I saw the 
whole thing. Kent’s fly was open and Col. Clifford 
got hot. ‘Sorry, Sir,’ said Kent; ‘I already have a 
steady homosexual,’ and the Col. was so pissed 
he clamped on 17.5 dems for unpolished eyeballs 
and a half for shoes on the wrong feet.” 

“I guess it’s Canada for me, gentlemen. Walk 
me to the border?” 

“You don’t know that,” Paul cut in. “It takes 
a full 50 to go down the tubes. You still might 
make it. But speaking of Canada, why don’t we 
climb out of this starched toilet-paper and take a 
run down to Mexico. Have car, will travel, if you 
have gas, will pay.” 

“Rodney always has gas.” 

“Too bad cars don’t run on shit; we could dump 
ROTC in the tank.” 


We met at Paul’s car in the parking lot a half- 
hour later. “What the fuck? You’re still wearing 
your ROTC uniform!” 

“Yeah,” I said. “Maybe if we landina Mexican 
jail, the U.S. Army’ll bust us out.” 

“Look, I don’t know if I want to have to see a 
ROTC uniform on this trip.” 

“Then don’t look; keep your eyes on the road.” 

It was a hot day in the border town, and we 
ended up in a saloon on the far side. For a fascist 
country, Ill say one thing for it: Mexico is a hell 
of a lot more easygoing than anyplace you’ll see 
in the wonderful democracy north of the border. 
The floor was dirt, so help me, and no health 
inspectors came around to order it replaced by 
hygienic asphalt-asbestos tile. It was cool and 
shady. 

“Forty-nine demerits,” Paul reflected sadly. 
“How’d this poor fool get the others?” 

“Oh, he had to work hard at it,” George an- 
swered. 

“Yeah, but that time I used motor oil instead 
of starch was a brilliant stroke, you mustadmit.” 

A woman— make that a girl — comes in from 
Somewhere and walks over to our table. She 
drapes an arm over Paul’s shoulder and pats 
Rodney on the top of the head with the other. She 
says a few words and the two look embarrassed 
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and grin sheepishly and mumble No Thanks. The 
arms withdraw. Now she comes around the table, 
ignores George, and pulls off my ROTC hat. “A 
soldado,” she jokes, “a soldier. Soltero—bachelor 
—también?” “Mais naturellement,” (fortunately 
I know this language.) “Te compro una cerveza?” 
“Sure,” she answers in English. In Spanish Ioffer 
my profound regrets there are no extra chairs 
available at our table, but, always willing to do 
the gentlemanly thing, I invite her to settle in my 
lap. Around the beer she whispers that $5 would 
be appreciated and we can take a tour of the back 
of the cantina for a half-hour or so. “Seguro, 
Carmen.” You can see we’re good friends already. 

“Uh, the girl and I have something to talk 
about, guys. If you aren’t here ina while Pll catch 
up to you later.” 

The room was tiny and offhand I can’t remem- 
ber if it was clean or not; I wasn’t paying much 
attention to the floor in there. Thegirlwas sweet; 
She removed her clothes without acting coarse, 
and maybe she was a trifle on the plump side, but 
I wasn’t exactly Cary Grant myself. She was the 
most beautiful thing in the world to me at that 
moment, and I trampled the uniform in a heap. 
The pants didn’t even try to stand up by them- 
Selves. 

I know it wasn’t a full half-hour when the 
voice drifted through the door, but I’m not com- 
plaining. “Media hora, Bermellona!* We parted. 

Thanks, Carmen. 


EY, don’t get near me, man. You 
can take the back seat; Pm getting 
in the front. Perfume, whew!” 

“Aw, Rodney’s just jealous.” 

“Yeah, he wishes he could get 
v.d. too.” 

“Listen, a day without syph is like an egg 
without salt.” 

“Yeah, that’s what you’ll say when your dick 
falls right off onto the floor.” 

“You know, Paul, if more people like you got 
laid by more people like her, there’d be less 
s.o.b.’s and tin soldiers, that’s for sure.” 

“I can do without whores.” 

“Yeah— whores, YOU say. She sellsit honestly 
at least. No consumer fraud in that five bucks 
spent, believe me, pals. Christ, I had to shell out 
sixteen dollars a unit for the privilege of getting 
fucked by ROTC.” 


A couple of days later, the semester was 
Officially over. So far as I knew, I had no more 
demerits, but being well aware ofa funny tendency 
humbers have to change when you’re not looking, 
I took no stock in that. It might be 50 or 90 
black marks by this time. Pd have bet money on 
flunking out or coming up with, at best, maybe a 
D for the course. Only as a nod to this latter 
Possibility did I even bother to take the rest of 
my final exams. The days went by andI finally got 
My grades in the mail: straight A’s; nothing less 
in any subject— including ROTC. 

It passed belief. What were they doing, any- 
way? All I could figure was, somebody threw a 
hook out and Pd almost swallowed it. ’'d almost 
been so faked out that Pd GIVEN UP on my 
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other courses. Then Pd have been out the door 
without the slightest possible complaint against 
the Mil. Sci. department— after all, they gave 
me an A. I hated to think of facing two more 
semesters of such maneuvering, but at leastI was 
halfway finished with the detestable business. 


MPLOYMENT opportunities beck- 
oned. Careers await YOU in, to 
mention only one exciting field, 
vacuum-cleaner sales! Pd tried the 
campus radio station and news- 
paper, but no dice. For the radio 
job Pd been asked, “Are you planning to go into 
study of speech- and hearing-defects?” For a 
minute I thought I HAD a hearing defect. “Uh, 
what has the one got to do with the other. Look, I 
have seven years’ experience in radio, am working 
to pay all my own expenses through school.” 
Don’t call us, we’ll let you know. 

The ad in the paper for Electro-Lux sounded 
more promising. Show up Wednesday morning at 
8:00 o’clock sharp for interview and a sales 
meeting. Make good money selling door-to-door. 

I walked in at 8:00 on the dot; if there were 
any other applicants around, they must have been 
hiding. A couple of salesmen were all over me— 
let’s shake hands, brother salesman. Electro- 
Lux is such a great firm! What an opportunity! 
It sure was wonderful to see a young guy like me 
with his head screwed on right, getting into sales 
right from the start. Boy oh boy, congratulations. 

This was pretty bewildering, and I almost 
suspected someone was going to try to sell ME 
a vacuum cleaner, especially when I startedhear- 
ing about the fine, inspirational sales meeting 
coming up in just a minute. Just fill this out; now 
let’s go in here. Most of the ‘representatives’ are 
here at the moment; we’ll just pull up a chair for 
you and we just want you to know how glad we are 
that you could come. 

“Pm glad, too.” 

It was a little hall about fifteen feet wide by 
thirty-five long, packed with metal folding chairs 
like a tent revival. A seedy-looking podium stood 
at the forward end, and as the meeting came to 
order one of the guys P’'dbeen talking to, the most, 
uh, dynamic one got up behind it and led off with 
a prayer: “Dear Lord, we are gathered here this 
fine sunny morning in recognition of the opportuni- 
ties you give us. We are thankful that you have 
guided us to a career in Sales, and we ask the 
blessing of your joyous bounty on each of us and 
our dear Electro-Lux company. Amen.” 

“Men—” (they were all men, too) “Men, we 
have a number of exciting developments to relate 
to you on this fine, sunny morning, but first, I 
think we need to get into the wonderful spirit of 
enthusiasm that we always have with our meet- 
ings, so let’s sing a couple of songs. First, the 
company song. HMMMMM...* He hummed the 
pitch. “Okay? Here we go!” 

It was to the tune of “Jing!e Bells*, and the 
words went like this: (a cappella) 

“Dig that dirt, dig that dirt, 

Walk that extra mile! 
The more we work 
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To dig that dirt, 

The more our wives will smile, oh! 
Dig that dirt, dig that dirt 

Sell Electro-Lux! 

The more we sell, the more we get, 
And that means extra bucks! Oh—” 


There were more stanzas but I didn’t stay around 
to hear them all. The sound of Jingle Bells fol- 
lowed me out the door. 

I kept drawing duds like this— Cut-Rite Alum- 
inum was another company that bordered on being 
a religion— and I finally figured I better stick to 
something I knew, radio. I hit up every station in 
town, but here the problem was, my name got 
recognized wherever I went. “Say, are you any 
relation to the guy who owns KQVM?” What could 
I say? He’d alienated a lot of radiomen, and it 
showed. Finally I blundered into KAAR (“Care 1”) 
by accident an hour or so after some guy had 
gotten fired for going through the manager’s 
desk, and first thing I knew I was handling the 
station’s weekend slot, from dusk to dawn. 

The station played elevator music, andallIhad 
to do was come in at five minutes before the hour 
and half-hour with news from the teletype, keep 
the logs, and segue songs and taped spots into each 
other. There was also a reel of sooooothing 
blurbs to be injected here and there: “A quail 
just lit on your screen door, and you’re com- 
fortable with KAAR.” “The snow is gently falling, 
and you’re comfortable with KAAR.” (You had to 
watch out for this one and cue past it ‘when it 
wasn’t appropriate’— which was all the time.) 
Other gems: “The swimming pool laps against your 
feet, and you’re comfortable...” “Your dog has just 
made a new friend and you’re comfortable...” “A 
burglar is kicking in your door, and you’re com- 
fortable, with KAAR!” 


—To Be Continued— 
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Dear Fred: In regard tothe idea 
submitted by Rich Smith in the 
summer, 1983 issue of The 
Match: adding the appendage 
YBM (Years of the Big Myth) 
onto our current dating system 
sounds fine. I?ve been using it for 
some months now onall personal 
correspondence, checks, and on 
some nonpersonal letters. 


Please address to: 


THE MATCH! 
P. 0. Box 3488 
Tucson, Arizona 85722 


Another devaluation of reli- 
gion, and a thought- provoking 
one, is the omission of capital 
letters used to impart respect 
and importance to words refer- 
ring to religions, such aschris- 
tian, lutheran, etc., and the 
almighty jehovah. When is the 
Jast time you noticed words such 
as Anarchist, Atheism, or Free- 


thought capitalized other thanin 
specialized journals? Respect 
akin to freedom is another in- 
terpretation which is left to the 
individual. 

Since the processes of the 
religious teachings give us little 
to think about, why not the 
puzzler YBM ? 

—-Richard Raisner, 
Nazareth, PA. 


Dear Fred: Richard Smith made 
two different suggestions to An- 
archists in his letter published 
in The Match. One concerned 
the dating system used in the 
so-called Western world, and 
the other had to do with streets, 
counties, cities, parks, etc. be- 
ing named after “saints” or 
sanctified things. 

Richard, who is anemployee 
of The American Atheist Center, 
began to date letters which he 
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issued under our logo and cap- 
tion first as YBL and then later 
as YBM. The former he con- 
ceived as signifying “Years of 
the Big Lie,” i.e., that Jesu- 
christ was first represented as 
having existed then. He refrained 
after I confronted him... And 
why did I do this? Because YBL 
is factually and historically in- 
accurate. 

There was no “Big Lie” put 
together in the year One, fas- 
tened on Western culture and 
used against the collected people 
thereof from that time forward. 
Nothing like that ever happened. 
Indeed, the date is not univer- 
Sally accepted today since the 
Jews, the Chinese, the Russians, 
the Muslims, the Egyptians, all 
have different calendars, with 
collective years totally in dis- 
pute. 

In the sixth century, Dionys- 
ius Exiguus, a chronologist, 
adopted the day of the alleged 
Annunciation (25th of March), 
which preceded the alleged birth 
of Jesuchrist, hopefully by nine 
months, as the commencement 
of the first year of the Christian 
Era (C.E.). He was wrong his- 
torically, which is to say mytho- 
logically, in this instance. The 
calendar has been adjusted 
several times since then and 
most christian theologians insist 
he was off anywhere from six 
to nine years. This mode or 
theory of dating did not reach 
acceptance in many parts of the 
Western world until five or six 
centuries later. Therefore, 
there have not been 1,984 years 
of the “Big Lie”. 


I feel that, as Anarchists, we 
must— atthe least— be correct 
in our assumptions, in our theor- 
etics, or in our research. 
Richard, a stubborn man, sub- 
Sequently substituted YBM, or 
“Year of the Big Myth”, for his 
YBL. He is still in error. The 
“myth” of Jesuchrist was also 
not started in the year One. It 
had its inception twelve hundred 
years before that and had to do 
with an alleged recycling savior 
of far Eastern religious mythol- 
ogy. That in turn was based on 
folk astronomical stories as 
attempts were made to build 
knowledge by presenting stellar 
formations as patterns, person- 
alized by stories associated 
therewith. This myth was at- 
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tached to some Jewish messiah 
myths prevalent after the Au- 
gustan age. 

I am therefore adamantly 
opposed to the use of YBL or 
YBM. 

— Madalyn Murray O’Hair, 
American Atheists, 
Austin, Texas, 


@ I’ve decided not to adopt 
the practices suggested by 
Rich Smith, but not for any of 
the reasons just listed. My own 
feeling toward this is that the 
number of any particular year is 
devoid of any religious con- 
notation in ordinary usage, and 
little is gained by tacking onto 
it a reminder that we object to 
Christianity. Our fight against 
religion is open and recogniz- 
able enough; we need not 
scatter footnotes throughout our 
writing to prove that we object 
to everything in the world that 
started out with religious sig- 
nificance. 

There are, for example, many 
words in our language that one 
can trace back to superstitious 
origins: enthusiasm— (en plus 
theos or thous) meaning literal- 
ly “having god inside”; or 
goodbye— which evolved from 
the expression “god b’ wi’ ye”, 
(or “god be with ye”). Does this 
mean that we ought to either 
purge our vocabulary of these 
terms, or else note whenever 
we say or write them that the 
‘*god’’ they refer to actually 
happens to be nonexistent? And 
the list is long... 

Harking back to religious 
origins in language is liable to 
have exactly the reverse effect 
of the one intended— it might 
re-religionize things instead of 
further secularizing them, 

Smith’s other main sugges- 
tion, that we deprive religious 
place-names of their intended 
nature (changing San Francisco 
in our writings or mailings to 
“Senor” Francisco, or St. Louis 
to “Mr.” Louis, for example), is 
again a case where | like the 
spirit in which the idea is 
offered better than the idea 
itself. Frankly, there are just 
too many of these names; vire- 
tually nothing at all except the 
Grand Canyon has ever been 
named by the church-ridden 
speakers of Spanish without it 
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1 Books for prisoners 
——Left Bank Books & Friends 
are soliciting donations of books, 
new and used, and money to pro- 
vide special orders to inmates. 
Contact; Box ‘A’, 92 Pike St., 
Seattle, WA 98101. 


Fox Mountain Laurel Publi- 
cations; a reprint of the pamph- 
let, “Who Killed Carlo Tresca?” 
Originally published in 1945, sur- 
veyed the evidence in the assas- 
sination of this Anarchist labor 
activist and editor. Contact: Box 
1621, Harrisburg, PA 17105. 
Cost; $3.95 postpaid. 


|: ee and Horror” 

by Michael Glass, has been re- 
printed by the Rationalist Associ- 
ation of New South Wales. Price 
is one dollar per copy. Contact: 
58 Regent St., Chippendale, NSW, 
2008, Australia. 


Nw Anarchist bookstore in 
Idaho— Freeforall—is providing 
literature by mailorder. Contact; 
Box 341, Borah Station, Boise, 
Idaho 83701. Robert Carr, prop. 


Sn available; leaflet at- 
tacking religious superstition, 
“There Is No God", by Fred 
Woodworth. 15 copies for $1, 
from The Match, Box 3488, Tuc- 
son, Arizona 85722, 


—. Page 32 


having some tie-in to “god” or 
to some alleged “saint”. Better 
to work toward a time when the 
religious import of these names 
is so buried or discarded that 
the effect is one of historical 


AVAILABLE FROM 
THE MATCH! 


BOOKS, 
PAMPHLETS 


The Myth of the Virgin 
Birth, by Joseph McCabe 
(1976 printing, four large 
PARES) wicca wens wa oe 400 
@SOSO“SOOOD 
The Mask of Anarchy, by 
Percy Bysshe Shelley (in 
English and Italian on fa- 
cing pages, 1983 printing. 
Ride sap athens BOS 
SSSGCOCOCOOD 
The God Pestilence, by 


Johann Most, 1983 Match 
pamphlet series...... 50¢ 


OOOO GSOOOD 
Vicisitudes de la Lucha, 
1975, Spanish: Ediciones 
La Escuela Moderna, Cal- 
gary.. - $1.00 

SSHGCStSCHOHOD 


Living My Life, by Emma 
Goldman, set of two vols., 
Dover paperback edition, 

wet. 87.250 


SOSSCHHOHO 
Fifth Estate, Detroit near- 
Anarchist newspaper, sam- 
ple 1SGNESE ive seer De 

SFSCCOEOCOOHSD 
Freedom, London Anarchist 
paper, sample,...... 35¢ 

S$ SGGCGOOO 
Back issues of The Match, 
1969-1977,...... 75¢ ea, 
1982-1983 ...... $1.50 ea. . 

P.O. Box 3488 
Tucson, Arizona 85722 
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curiosities, as with the names 
that still cling to Egyptian or 
Greek places. In other words, 
it seems preferable to me to 
make Jesus, Mary, and the rest 
of the stupidity, into the same 
kind of thing as Zeus, Diana, 
and the others. 

Clear disadvantages of our 
adoption of any idiolect, or 
specialized jargon, are that we 
would be rendered less intelli- 
gible to the rest of the world, 
often without even any net gain: 
Is “Mister” (derivation: master) 
preferable to Anarchists? 

Expressions such as those 
being published in The Match 
are already far enough outside 
the mainstream of thought, with- 
out adding strange usages of 
the language as a handicap to 
Our making ourselves under- 
stood. 

—Fred Woodworth 


Dear Comrades: Regarding your 
issue #77 and government infor- 
mation, remember that it was 
through the census forms that 
Japanese - Americans were 
rounded up for U.S. concentra- 
tion camps. 

That is why I still have no 
identity cards, no birth certifi- 
cate, and refuse to file for such 
programs as food stamps (even 
though I could easily qualify). 
Refusing to use government doc- 
uments is hard. Ever try cashing 
a check with no identification? 
I have a Maryland bank account 
only through a loophole that no 
identification is required for 
savings accounts. I do have a 
Social Security number, but at 
present they don’t keep records 
of your current address— es- 
pecially if you give your em- 
ployer a mail-drop address. I’m 
not even doing anything illegal, 
but I think it’s best for Anarch- 
ists to remain as invisible as 
possible to the State. Your own 
public education work demands 
visibility, I suppose. 

On another subject, it was 
sad to see Freedom (the London 
Anarchist paper) print a report 
of anti-pornography marchers 
storming a porn store and rip- 
ping apart Playboy magazines. 
Playboy may be capitalist, but 
not pro-rape and mutilation. 
Freedom printed the glowing 
report of the marchers without 
comment, apparently giving ap- 
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proval. Later they printed a 

letter objecting to this, but still 
with no editorial comment. 

——Billy Mick, 

San Francisco, CA. 


@ We’re glad to hear of resist- 
ance to the State’s maniac ob- 
session for documents. The 
Census in particular is a grow- 
ing invasion of privacy that is 
especially dangerous to anyone 
who holds _ anti-government 
views. 

As the above writer points 
out, the Census, which had de~ 
manded specific information on 
racial background, supplied the 
responses to government agents 
who imprisoned those of Japan- 
ese ancestry during the second 
World War. Since that time, 
Census forms have expanded 
into requirements for incredibly 
detailed knowledge about in- 
dividuals that could be used for 
a variety of sinister purposes. 

Also, contrary to popular 
belief (and likewise to the 
very provision in the law for a 
census), the invasive collecting 
of data does not just occur 
every ten years, but constantly. 
As a Censuseresister myself, I 
have in contempt torn up forms 
left onmy door in1970 and 1980. 
In 1981 and ’82, further requests 
for information were delivered, 
and when I inquired about these 
I was told that I had been 
selected (or rather, “the ad- 
dress” where I was living had 
been selected) to respond to a 
Census inquiry EVERY SIX 
MONTHS— for: the next ten 
years. Naturally I refused, and 
so informed at least four insist- 
ent census-takers. According to 
them, I was one of ‘‘only 1,800 
households” in the U.S. (I'll 
bet) who were being singled 
out for response to a special 
set of questions. 

A good FOR RENT sign 
placed on one’s front door dis- 
courages such pests. 


—FW. 


Dear Fred: Regarding Charles 
Q. Bufe’s “Why We Urge You 
to Oppose Religion”, in issue 
#76; most of the “authorities” 
quoted in this article are or 
were psychiatrists. I suspect 
that in this century, if psychia- 
try has done less damage to 
people than religion, it is only 
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because there are fewer psy- 
chiatrists than priests. Re- 
placing the god-authority with 
the psychiatrist authority seems 
to me a wasted effort. 

I prefer the pieces in your 
magazine that do not depend on 
“authorities” of any kind to 
support their statements. In the 
best ones [hear vividly the voice 
of the writer—- I get a strong 
sense of the person who wrote 
the words. And the words have 
value precisely because they 
come from a unique individual. 

I love Kent Winslow’s 
“Dream World’; I find myself 
laughing out loud— and then I 
feel wrenched by such incidents 
as the betrayal by the sublime 
Miss Jenkins (issue #77). 

Keep publishing! 

-——Joe Orton, 
Tucson, Ariz. 


Dear Fred: I received and read 
your last few issues. I’ve seen 
your articles in American 
Atheist, and one or two other 
writers are familiar also. Kent 
Winslow’s “bio” is quite fas- 
cinating. I always find the writ- 
ing in The Match very clear, 
direct, and, to date at least, ?’m 
in FULL agreement. 

I’ve been slowly working my 
way through all the back issues 
you sent to me: very enlighten- 
ing. Some of it is dated now, but 
much, if not most, istimelessly 
apt. 


We get a(mostly) daily wire- | 
here in’ 


Service “newsletter” 
Saudi Arabia. Not included is 
news of the many people in 
Arabian jails being beaten or 
tormented by high - pitched 
sounds and other techniques, 
following their arrest for such 
offenses as possessing “illicit” 
videotapes, Playboy magazines, 
alcohol, or drugs. 

This place is extreme, as you 
might expect. Also, quite asyou 
would expect, the “U.S, official” 
statements understate the facts. 
There are many, including U.S. 
“citizens®, who are jailed and 
held without ANY charge. For 
example, an Al Hoty Establish- 
ment employee (U.S.) who re- 


-ported his employer’s safe 


broken into was arrested (sus- 
Picion?) in early August, and 


has been held since. He’s lost , 


forty pounds so far, hear. The 
money is long gone, of course. 


All is hearsay and rumor 
since EVERYTHING is cen- 
sored, so I don’t know too much 
of this guy’s fate. Most people 
never go to “trial” until after 
they’ve “confessed”, no matter 
how long that takes... It’savery 
feudalistic monarchy/theocracy 
in Saudi Arabia. All businesses 
and the television stations shut 
down for “prayer time” several 
times a day. One must be care- 
ful about dress, also, inorder to 
not offend the religious right-— 
informers abound. 

I agree with your assessment 
that there are religions that 
rival or surpass Christianity in 
ferocity; they’re all hideous, of 
course. I really believe, though, 
that the Christians would be 
every bit as bad, or worse, if 
their present-day power was 
comparable to that of Islam. 
Islam has a good grip on its 
fanatics; Christianity, at pres- 
ent, does not. Christianity is 
currently inhumanitarian guise, 
but things were not always so:a 
careful reading of history re- 
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veals Christianity for the blood- 
thirsty, mind-crushing abomina- 
tion it really is. Nobody for 
one moment should suppose that 
the pope and his minions wouldn’t 
love to restore their former 
powerful positions, with all the 
attendant horrors. 

There’s a lot of truth to the 
Western image of Islamic beat- 
ings, hand-severing (and other 
forms of mutilation), decapita- 
tions, etc. These religious 
“punishments” go on routinely 
in this part of the world. In fact, 
the fanatics are quite proud of 
their “system of justice”. 

-eI’ve long ago ceased to be 
surprised by the injustice sys- 
tems. I’ve been pretty eclectic 
in my reading (alas, I’ve only 
recently begun studying Anarch- 
ism), and the state - initiated 
crimes and manipulation of the 
ignorant are on a scale and to a 
depth that very few can begin to 
comprehend. Further,I fear that 
“we” are rushing toward an 
immense global catastrophe. 
The “future® of my children 
looks very grim to me. Prac- 
tically speaking, we’re out of 
time. 

Keep up your good work, 
Fred— I’m sure you will, after 
all this time. There aren’t many 
straws of sanity to clutch at in 
this ocean of bullshit that floods 
the world. I wonder if the dark 
ages will ever end. I doubt it. 

—Name and exact 
location withheld by 
Match editor. 


Editor: Two men, Charles Cul- 
hane and Gary McGivern, both 
prisoners at Attica Prison inthe 
United States, are due tobe exe- 
cuted in the near future. The 
death penalty is, if the irony 
can be allowed, experiencing a 
“rebirth” in the USA. Offenders 
who are executed comedisprop- 
ortionately from the poor and 
racial minorities. Humanitarian 
groups and individuals have gone 
on record as being against the 
return of state-sponsored mur- 
der. Whatever the crime, the 
act of government’s exacting “a 
life for a life” has social implica- 
tions that go far beyond the 
individual case. 

An informal network of peo- 
ple across Canada and the US are 
urging anyone concerned with 
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preventing the return of the death 
penalty to write Governor Mario 
Cuomo, Executive Chambers, 
Albany, New York, USA andurge 
him to grant a stay of execution 
in the case of these two men. 
—Pat Murtagh, 
Canada, 


Dear Fred: During the 1920s 
and 30s for a period of about 
ten or twelve years I used to 
pal around with an Anarchist 
named Eddie Bushman. I lost 
track of him a long time ago; 
he’d be about my age (I am 83), 
and if he is. still breathing, I 
would like to contact him. 

As I am on Social Security, 
with a very low income, I don’t 
have a hell of a lot left. But no 
matter what, one thing is cer- 
tain: there is no danger of me 
becoming a knee-bender for the 
alleged “Jerusalem Slim” (J acres 

As late as 1965 I was on the 
Executive Board of the IWW; 
then F,.W. Westman passed away 
and some young guy took over; 
the first thing he did was to sign 
up with the labor - relations 
board (strictly against all the 
principles of the wobs). That’s 
when I quit. Even though I was 
a wage slave all my life, I will 
never bow down to the ruling 
class as long as I ambreathing. 

I don’t suppose I am going to 
be around long enough to enjoy 
the demise of Capitalism, but I 
am still for a world in which the 
producers of all wealth get their 
due. 

—DanielC. Mulder, 
Citrus Heights,CA. 


Dear Sirs: Please send mea free 

sample copy of the latest issue 

of The Match newspaper and also 

if at all possible a brief listing 

of Anarchist organizations and 
book stores. 

—Samuel Freeman, 

2447 Third St., 

Ocean Park, CA 90405. 


@ I hope you enjoy your sample 
copy. 

However, records here show 
that you also asked for free 
samples in January, 1972; May, 
1973; August, 1974; and Feb- 
ruary, 1975. Don’t you think it’s 
about time you subscribed? Or 
are you— let’s put things 
plainly— one of those persons 
who tries to “keep track” of 
Anarchistic establishments and 
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periodicals without ever lending 
the slightest financial assist- 
ance to them? 

If your interest in libertarian 
philosophy is sincere, I apolo- 
gize for any suggested slight. 
Youdoneed to be aware,though, 
that the best way for you to 
obtain information about An- 
archism is to become a regular 
reader, especially since the 
high cost of publishing and 
mailing this material makes it 
impossible for us to honor any 


further requests for free samples | 


from you. 
Sincerely, 
Fred Woodworth 


P.S. We keep track too. 


Dear Fred: I found “From Ward 
Five”, reprinted in issue 77, to 
be a fairly accurate view of life 
in a psychiatric facility. How- 
ever, I strongly disagree with 
several points in your appended 
comment. 

I think Ross’s view of the 
root of his fellow prisoners’ 
problems is closer to the mark 
than any of the genetic or chemi- 
cal factors you mention. There 
is no such thing as “mental ill- 
ness®. Bodies canbe sick; minds 
cannot. Minds certainly can 
think thoughts with which we or 
others may disagree, or be un- 
comfortable, but this does not 


make them sick; it merely 
makes them different. Some- 
times this difference in thinking 
makes the person experiencing 
it uneasy, and he or she may 
seek the aid of others indealing 
with it. Or the person may de- 
cide to kill him/herself to solve 
the problem. These are decis- 
ions for the individual to make, 
and we should support people in 
whatever course they choose, 
unless they coerce or harm us 
in the process. Psychiatry is to 
be condemned, not for “treating” 
people in the wrong fashion, but 
for presuming to “treat” other 
people at all. None of this is 
meant to deny the pain many 
people experience, which they 
and ‘others describe as “mental 
illness”; I merely wish to point 
out that accepting the definitions 
of the medical establishment 
regarding problems in living 
sets people up to be victimized 
by the “mental health” industry. 
People would be better off rely- 
ing on themselves and others, 
than seeking the “aid” of the 
experts. 

Alcoholism, like other “men- 
tal illnesses”, is also a myth. 
Certainly, some people drink to 
what others think is excess, or 
drink for what others think is 
the wrong reason, but this does 
not constitute disease. People 
CHOOSE to drink or not drink, 
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and are not the victims of un- 
controllable urges, since all 
urges originate in ourselves, and 
we choose to express them or 
not. Any other view of alcohol 
use, or any other human action, 
which sees the individual as 
victim of innate drives or ill- 
hess is incompatible with seeing 
the individual as a free agent, a 
foundation of my view of people 
and Anarchy. 

I was disturbed by your ac- 
count of Ross’ assault by a group 
of people you described as Ne- 
groes. You never described 
Ross’ color (are we to assume 
unlabelled people are white?), 
but felt it was important not only 
to describe his assailants, but 
to remark in wonder that he did 
not become a racist because of 
this incident. Why should he 
have become 2 racist? Would 
you have expected him to hate 
white people if he had been 
attacked by white people? I also 
wonder why you called black 
people negroes, an outdated and 
unscientific term. 

I was also quite disappointed 
with Bufe’s review of ANARCH- 
ISM IN AMERICA. Although I 
agree with most of his points 
about the film, I strongly oppose 
his conclusion. He, like any good 
censor, says that people should 
boycott the film, based solely 
on his review, and hopes it will 
be withdrawn, presumably to 
protect the unenlightened from 
this evil propaganda. No wonder 
he faults the movie’s concentra- 
tion on individualism, since in- 
dividualists like to view what- 
ever they wish. 

Otherwise, I enjoyed the stuff 
on Catholic school and voting, as 
well as the comments on AIDS. 
I hope to read more good things 
in the future, and I’m enclosing 
the bucks to renew my sub. . 

—Joe Peacott, 
Boston, MA. 


@ Regarding mental illness: 
there is no ‘‘mind’’, really. 
There is only the brain, and 
so-called mind is the action of 
the brain (or one action, any-— 
how). Thought can become il- | 
logical or violent, or can stop 
altogether, only when the brain 
is given wrong information and 
attitudes that make it think in 
bizarre ways, or when physical | 
injury disrupts its action-some | 
other way. Thus there is an ex-| 
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tremely wide variety of possible 
causes of what is called mental 
illness. 

Ross was undoubtedly cor- 
rect in part; but his explanation 
that religion and government 
cause all “mental illness” is 
simply incorrect, no matter how 
much we may hate both factors. 
My point was that while I do 
think Ross hit the mark in at- 
tributing much “insanity” to 
insane social conditions, to be 
truly scientific we must also 
acknowledge other causes he 
didn’t mention: brain tumors, 
misfiring neural transmitters, 
etc. Physical injury can be in- 
nate; in other words the brain 
formed wrongly— a birth defect 
or genetic disorder. Or disrup- 
tion of thought can be caused 
by chemicals, of which alcohol 
is one. 

Alcoholism, another entire 
topic in itself, cannot’ be re- 
duced to two-sentence explana- 
tions. People who call it a dis- 
ease, as though the person had 
something like flu or leprosy, 
seem to misconstrue what a 
disease actually is. On the 
other hand, taking the view that 
writer Joe Peacott apparent- 
ly does in the above letter, also 
neglects the fact that with the 
constant drinker, SOMETHING 
is wrong. In Ross’ case, his 
unwillingness or inability to 
curtail his drinking while on a 
regimen of Thorazine and other 
tranquilizers prescribed by 
psychiatrists, led to serious 
problems. My description was 
intended as an indictment of 
psychiatrists, not a recommen- 
dation of them. 

Agreed: people would be 
better off relying on something 
besides psychiatry in most 
cases, and certainly not on 
alcohol, religion, or drugs. 

Why am I surprised that 
Ross didn’t become a racist 
after being attacked by the 
crowd of toughs? Mainly be- 
cause that’s how human beings 
usually operate, especially ones 
who are already caught up in a 
reactionary cause. At the time 
of the attack that ruined one of 
his eyes, Ross was actually so 
far on the political Right that 
he was tacking up posters for 
George Wallace— that’s why 
the blacks attacked him. Yes, I 
am ASTONISHED that he didn’t 
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go the rest of the way into his 
right-wing syndrome and _ be- 
come a racist. I’d assumed it 
was clear that Ross was white, 
since black people don’t inhabit 
that end of the political spec- 
trum. Perhaps I assumed too 
much. 

Yes, if he had been black (or 
some other race besides white), 
and was attacked by a crowd of 
whites who put out his eye, I’d 
suppose there was a good 
chance he’d hate white people. 

Finally, the word Negro is 
no more unscientific than the 
word White. No word describ- 
ing these races is accurate— 
certainly not Black, when these 
people are by no means black 
(just as “white” people are not 
repeat, NOT, white). These are 
just words, words that come and 
go according to fashion. I used 
a word that was never a racial 
epithet, but a perfectly good 
word. that happened to get 
frowned on by the moralist 
arbiters of language. Maybe 
black people abandoned the 
word because it slid too easily, 
especially in deep South usage, 
into “nigra” or “nigger”. OK, 
that’s a good enough reason to 
switch to another term most of 
the time, but now and then, be- 
cause I don’t like to follow 
fads and don’t like to be told 
what words to use, I dust off 
the older word. 

In any case, I’m not even 
sure that Black should really 
be applied at all in descriptions 
of a past time before the term 
gained currency. When talking 
about a time, it’s best to use 
language applicable to the time, 
not jargon invented in the fu- 
ture. Just because we now re~- 
gard slavery as degrading, is 
no reason to refer to old-time 
Negro slaves as “black, un- 
paid farmworkers”. At the time 
of the attack on my later friend 
Ross, the thugs were still Ne- 
groes, not yet Blacks. 

Lastly, I completely dis- 
agree that a call to boycott the 
stupid film on Anarchism in 
America is in any way com- 
parable to censorship. Good 
grief— if staying away from 
a production is the same as 
censoring it, what’s left for us 
to do in opposing nonsense that 
misrepresents our movement? 
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